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This is a dark age, a bloody age, an age of daemons 
and of sorcery. It is an age of battle and death, and of the 
world’s ending. Amidst all of the fire, flame and fury 
it is a time, too, of mighty heroes, of bold deeds 
and great courage. 


At the heart of the Old World sprawls the Empire, the 
largest and most powerful of the human realms. Known for 
its engineers, Sorcerers, traders and soldiers, it is 
a land of great mountains, mighty rivers, dark forests 
and vast cities. And from his throne in Altdorf reigns 
the Emperor Karl Franz, sacred descendant of the 
founder of these lands, Sigmar, and wielder 
of his magical warhammer. 


But these are far from civilised times. Across the 
length and breadth of the Old World, from the knightly 
palaces of Bretonnia to ice-bound Kislev in the far north, 

come rumblings of war. In the towering Worlds Edge 

Mountains, the orc tribes are gathering for another assault. 

Bandits and renegades harry the wild southern lands of 
the Border Princes. There are rumours of rat-things, the 
skaven, emerging from the sewers and swamps across the 

land. And from the northern wildernesses there is the 
ever-present threat of Chaos, of daemons and beastmen 

corrupted by the foul powers of the Dark Gods. 
As the time of battle draws ever nearer, 
the Empire needs heroes 
like never before. 


INTRODUCTION 


The book you hold in your hands is not a normal book. Rather than 
reading it from cover to cover, you will discover that at the end of 
each story section you will be presented with a series of choices which 
allow you to control the course of the story. In addition to the book 
itself, you will need a standard six-sided dice, a pencil and a copy of 
the Adventure Sheet. (Spare Adventure Sheets can be found at the 
back of the book.) 

In Shadows over Sylvania you take on the role of a Vampire thrall 
of one of the bloodthirsty rulers of the accursed county of Sylvania. 
The adventure takes place in the years following Count Vlad von 
Carstein’s failed attempt to become the first vampire Emperor. There 
are no Colleges of Magic, Konrad von Carstein is yet to seize control 
of the realm, and the legendary battles of Grim Moor and Hel Fenn 
are still in the future. 

Throughout the adventure to come, you will be forced to battle 
numerous enemies who would stand against you, both mortal and 
Undead. When this occurs, you must fight them using the rules that 
appear on the following pages. You will also come across weapons 
and other useful items that may help you progress in your adventure. 
And then there are the difficult decisions that you will be forced to 
make which could well have a direct impact on how events play out 
later in the story. 

When you have completed the adventure, you can play it again 
and again, making different decisions, branching the story in new 
directions. 

Now turn the page to learn how to battle the fell fiends of the 
domain of the dead... 


RULES 


To begin your adventure, having read these rules, you will first need 
to decide which Vampire bloodline you want to be ~ Blood Dragon, 
Lahmian or von Carstein. Then read the extracts from various ancient 
tomes and, having done so, turn to paragraph 1, following the instruc- 
tions there. You will need a dice and a pencil to hand; the former to 
enable you to determine the outcome of battles and other events and 
the latter to record details on the Adventure Sheets included in the 
book, and also to record wounds inflicted on enemies. 


THE ADVENTURE SHEET 


The Adventure Sheet is where you keep track of your Statistics, Equip- 
ment and other information relevant to your adventure. While there are 
a number of blank Adventure Sheets at the back of the book, feel free to 
photocopy more for your own use. It is advisable to fill out the Adventure 
Sheet in pencil and have an eraser handy, as the information recorded on 
there will change many times during the course of your adventure. 


STATISTICS 

Your character has five statistics recorded on the Adventure Sheet. 
They are: 

Weapon Skill (WS) 

Strength (S) 

Toughness (T) 

Wounds (W) 

Attacks (A) 


WEAPON SKILL 
Weapon Skill is used for Combat. To determine whether your attack 
is successful, you first determine the To Hit Roll on the Roll To Hit 
Chart and then try to roll equal to or greater than the number on a 
single D6. 


STRENGTH 
Strength is used to determine whether your attack damages your 
Enemy. In Combat you use your character's Strength to determine 
whether you make a successful Roll To Wound. 


TOUGHNESS 


Your Toughness statistic is used to determine whether an Enemy's 
attack damages you or not. 


WOUNDS 


This is the number of times you can be hit before you die. At vari- 
ous points in the adventure you will be able to restore some or all 
of your Wounds, but you may never exceed your starting value. If 
your Wounds ever reach 0, you have died and your adventure is 
over. 


ATTACKS 


This is the number of times you can attack during a single Combat 
Round (see below). It generally has a value of 1 but certain powerful 
Enemies may have 2 or even more Attacks. 


BONUSES AND MODIFIERS 


Certain items you will find during your adventure may give you a 
temporary, or even permanent, bonus to one of your Statistics. The 
total value of your statistic once the bonus has been applied is called 
your Modified Statistic. Your Base Statistic is your statistic value 
without the modifier applied. 


TAINT 


As an unholy creature born of the Blood Kiss gifted to you by an 
even more unholy creature, your soul is already steeped in darkness. 
This state of corruption is reflected in your Taint score; the lower the 
score, the weaker a Vampire you are, and the higher the score, the 
more likely you are able to control others around you or summon 
supernatural powers to aid you. Your Taint will be tested regularly, 


throughout your adventure, and certain outcomes or options may 
not be available to you if you fail such a test. You start your adven- 
ture with 5 Taint points and your Taint total may never drop below 
1. 


WEAPONS 


A Weapon is used to strike enemies in Combat. Most weapons have 
no Strength statistic as the Strength value of the character wielding 
the weapon is used to determine the To Wound Roll. A weapon's 
Damage value is always expressed as a multiplier and this is applied 
to the wielder’s Strength value to determine how much damage the 
weapon inflicts. In the event that the result contains a fraction, always 
round up to the nearest whole number. 


Example: A Skeleton Warrior has a Base Statistic Strength of 3. It is 
attacking with a sword which has a Damage value of x1, so any 
successful hit will inflict 3 Wounds on the target. 


You begin your adventure armed with an enchanted weapon, which 
is as good at harming the Undead, Daemons and magical creatures as 
it is at injuring mortal beings. 


EQUIPMENT 


Equipment is anything you find during your adventure that is not 
Weapons. Some Equipment can be used at any time and you will be 
given instructions how to use the item when you acquire it. Other 
pieces of Equipment - also known as Special Items - have a very 
specific use; the adventure will usually tell you when is the correct 
time to use the item, should it be in your possession. Whenever 
you pick up a new piece of Equipment be sure to record it in the 
Backpack section of the Adventure Sheet. Likewise, whenever you 
lose or discard an item, make sure you erase it from the Adventure 
Sheet. 


ALLIES 


Shadows over Sylvania takes place during the aftermath of a devastat- 
ing war, but that does not mean that the vampiric factions who dwell 
within the accursed county are at peace. During the course of your 
adventure, it would be wise to keep an eye out for potential Allies. 
If you recruit any such allies to your cause, record their names (and 
any other relevant information) in the Allies box on your Adventure 
Sheet. 


COMBAT 


You will meet many enemies during the course of your adven- 
ture, and you will doubtless need to overcome many of them in 
Combat. When you encounter an enemy, you will be presented 
with the Statistics of your Enemy, details of any Weapons they 
are carrying, who has the Initiative for the Combat, any Saving 
Throws that your Enemy may benefit from, and any other infor- 
mation relevant to the Combat. This information will always be 
presented like this: 


Skeleton Champion 


Weapon: 
D 
Rusty Sword * xl 
Initiative: You 
Saves: Ancient Armour (5) 
PHASES OF COMBAT 


Combat consists of a series of Combat Rounds. The combatant with 
Initiative gets to fight first. The phases of each Combat Round are as 
follows: 


1. Check Initiative 
2. Roll To Hit 

3. Roll To Wound 
4. Saving Throw 
5. Apply Damage 


Steps 2-5 are then repeated for the combatant without Initiative. 


INITIATIVE 
This determines whether you or your Enemy makes the first attack 
during a Combat Round. Depending on certain conditions, Ini- 
tiative may switch from one side to the other during the course of 
Combat. 


TO HIT 


Using your Weapon Skill, you determine what your To Hit Roll will 
be and attempt to roll equal to or greater than that number on a sin- 
gle D6. Roll one dice for each Attack you have, consulting the To Hit 
Chart to see if your attack hits your Enemy. If the roll is successful, 
you then Roll To Wound. 


TO HIT CHART 


ws | Roll To Hit 
1 6 
Ed 5 
3 4 
4 3 
ay 2 
6 ik 
TO WOUND CHART 
Toughness 
Strength 1 2 3 4 5 6 
1 4+ 5+ 6+ N N N 
oa 3+ A+ 5+ 6+ N N 
3 2+ 3+ 4+ 5+ 6+ N 
4 xX 2+ 3+ 4+ 5+ 6+ 
5 x x 2+ 3+ 4+ 5+ 
6 X xX xX 2+ 3+ 4+ 


N = Cannot Damage X = Auto Damage (saves still apply) 


TO WOUND 
Compare your Strength to your enemy’s Toughness and make a 
To Wound Roll. If the number rolled is equal to or higher than the 
corresponding value on the To Wound Chart, the Defender takes a 
wound. 


SAVING THROW 


If the Defender has Armour then they make a Saving Throw. They 
must roll equal to or higher than their Save to prevent the Damage. 


APPLY DAMAGE 
If the Saving Throw fails (or the Defender has no armour), then 
the attack has been successful and the Defender takes Damage. The 
Damage statistic of a Weapon is always represented by a multiplier 
and a successful attack causes Damage equal to the multiplier times 
the wielder’s Strength. 


EXAMPLE OF COMBAT 


You are attacked by a Skeleton Warrior. The gamebook gives you the 
following instructions: 


Skeleton Warrior 


Weapon: 
Rusty Sword * x1 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Ancient Armour (5) 


Your current stats are as follows: 


Weapon: 


Enchanted Sword * xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Plate Armour (4) 


Initiative 
You have the Initiative and make the first attack. 


Roll To Hit 


Your Weapon Skill is 5 so you need to roll a 2 or greater to hit the 
Skeleton Warrior. You roll a single D6 and it lands on a 4. Success! 
However, now you need to make the Roll to Wound. 


Roll To Wound 


Your Strength is 5 and the Skeleton Warrior's Toughness is 3, so 
according to the To Wound Chart you need to roll a 2 or greater to 
wound your Enemy. You roll a single D6 and it lands on a 6. Another 
success! All that can prevent the Skeleton Warrior from being dam- 
aged now is its Saving Throw. 


Saving Throw 
The Skeleton Warrior needs to roll 5 or 6 on a single D6. You roll 


the dice... but it’s a 3. The Skeleton Warrior has failed its Saving 
Throw! 


Apply Damage 
Because your sword does x1 damage, you multiply your Strength 
by 1, and so cause 5 Damage. You reduce the Skeleton Warrior's 
Wounds total to 1. 


Your Enemy Strikes 


The Skeleton Warrior, held together by little more than Dark Magic 
now, returns your blow with its rusty blade. The warrior’s Weapon 
Skill is 2 so the skeleton needs a 5 or greater to hit you. You roll the 
dice but it’s only a 4. Failure! This Combat Round is now over and 
you move on to the next one. 


Round 2 


You again need to roll a 2 or greater to hit and this time your roll a 5. 
You roll the D6 to wound and it’s a 6. The Skeleton Warrior has the 
Saving Throw of 5 that it receives from its ancient armour and this 
time you roll a 1. Failure! The Skeleton Warrior takes 6 Damage but 
as its Wounds total is only 1 it is smashed to bony shards by your 
blow. The battle is over and you are victorious! 


COMBAT INVOLVING MULTIPLE OPPONENTS 


Often, you will find yourself facing more than one Enemy in battle. 
When this occurs, you may choose which Enemy will be the Defender 
for each attack you make. 


Example: You have 3 Attacks and are being attacked by three 

Dire Wolves. You may choose to make one attack against each 

Wolf, or two against one and one against another, or focus all 
three attacks on just the one Dire Wolf. 


Whichever side has the Initiative gets to make all of their attacks 
before the other side has their chance to attack. When you are fighting 
multiple Enemies, they all get to attack when their side has the Initia- 
tive - they attack all at once rather than one at a time. 


BLOODLINES 


Before you begin your adventure you must decide which bloodline 
your Vampire character belongs to. Each bloodline is descended from 
one of the first Vampires created by Neferata, the Dark Queen of 
Lahmia, over three thousand years ago. Vampires of each bloodline 
exhibit different characteristics and supernatural powers, and each 
have their own vulnerabilities too. 

Once you have made your decision, you must use the appropriate 
Adventure Sheet for the duration of your adventure. 


Von Carstein 


Little is known and yet many legends are told about the origins of the 
von Carstein bloodline. 

It is recounted that in the Imperial year 1797, as Otto von Drak - 
the last of the mad von Drak counts of Sylvania - lay dying, with no 
male heir to succeed him, a great Black Coach stopped outside Castle 
Drakenhof and out stepped a towering figure with a mane of black 
hair and piercing eyes. Introducing himself as one Vlad von Carstein, 
he recited the list of his noble antecedents and claimed the hand of 
Otto’s daughter Isabella. The marriage was performed immediately 
and dominion of the lands of Sylvania passed from the von Drak 
family to Vlad von Carstein. 

Many of the other aristocratic families of the region objected to being 
ruled by an outsider, but any such dissidents were soon silenced. In 
fact, the new count seemed less oppressive than the von Draks of old. 
People readily turned a blind eye to Vlad’s eccentricities and ignored 
the cloaked strangers that were always visiting the castle, along with 


the foreigners from the east that steadily replaced the Drakenhof 
household. Soon Vlad held Sylvania in a strong grip, and the province 
prospered. 

Vampires of the von Carstein line are the true aristocracy of the 
night, possessed of an aura of dark majesty. The bestial side of their 
vampiric natures also grants them a particularly close affinity to the 
creatures of the night, such as wolves and bats. 


Blood Dragon 


Once noble, mortal paladins, these warrior Vampires owe their inhu- 
man immortal nature to Abhorash, first of the Blood Dragons. 

Abhorash was the greatest among the captains of Prince Lahmizzar 
of Lahmia, in ancient Nehekhara, and unlike the rest of the Deathless 
Court, he preyed only on those deserving of death. After Lahmia’s fall 
~ Abhorash turned his back on humanity and set off north. 

Accompanied by only a few faithful followers, Abhorash went into 
exile carrying only his weapons and armour. He set about teaching his 
vampiric vassals that skill in close combat and honour in battle were 
the only true measures of greatness and that they should only drink 
from great fighters, claiming that only the impure fed on the weak. 

Many years later, atop a great mountain wreathed in eternal flame, 
Abhorash battled a mighty red dragon. The two monsters fought from 
nightfall to moments before sunrise, and in the end it was the Vam- 
pire who was victorious. 

Drinking deeply of the dragon’s blood, Abhorash rid himself of the 
need to drink fresh blood. He was now the ultimate warrior, a crea- 
ture with the strength of a Vampire but not cursed with the insatiable 
thirst shared by his blood-sucking kin. He commanded his brothers 
to go out into the world and hone their skills in combat until they 
were strong enough to defeat a dragon. His favourite, Walach Harkon, 
defeated an entire order of knights of the Ordo Draconis, turning 
those who fought well into Vampires and slaughtering the rest. And 
so was born the Order of the Blood Dragons. 

All Blood Dragon Vampire knights seek to emulate their blood- 
father Abhorash by seeking out the most worthy opponents, to prove 
both their martial prowess and that they still seek honour in battle, 
rather than revelling in outright bestial slaughter. 


Lahmian 


Lahmian Vampires are directly descended from the mother of all 
Vampires Neferata, Dark Queen of the Cursed City of long-lost Lah- 
mia herself. 


After her city was destroyed by the priest kings of Nehekhara, Nef- 
erata fled with her minions to the mountain known as the Silver 
Pinnacle. Having driven out the Dwarfs that were already living in the 
mountain, the arch-Vampire queen established a new court. She still 
rules there now, as leader of a sisterhood of enchantingly beautiful 
Vampires. 

Secrecy, cunning and intrigue are the preferred weapons of the Lah- 
mians, where others would choose to use brute strength and savage 
violence. They take an active interest in human affairs, seeking to sway 
the political powers of the human kingdoms to do their will. As a 
result, the Lahmians have sunk their talons - and their fangs — into 
all levels of human society. No one knows how many eccentric old 
noblewomen, widows of princes and aristocrats, and high-born ladies 
who shun the light of the sun, are in truth part of Neferata’s coven. 

Neferata’s name, translated from the ancient Nehekharan tongue, 
means ‘She who is beautiful in death’. Vampires of her get use their 
seductive powers and hypnotic beauty to beguile others into aiding 
them in their nefarious schemes. Lahmians are also mistresses of 
magic, and are able to move with preternatural swiftness. 


BLOOD DRAGON 
ADVENTURE SHEET 


STATISTICS 


EQUIPMENT 


Weapons Special Items and 
Information 


Ancient Sword *  x1.5 


Allies 


Equipment 


Heavy Armour (5) 
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LAHMIAN 
ADVENTURE SHEET 


STATISTICS 


EQUIPMENT 


Equipment 


Special Items and 
Information 


Allies 
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VON CARSTEIN 
ADVENTURE SHEET 


EQUIPMENT 
Special Items and 
Information 
Equipment Allies 


Shield (6) 
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Shadows 


OVER SYLVANIA 


On Vampires and their Unholy Immortal Kin 
A TREATISE BY GUNTHER KRIEGER 


It has to be said that Vampires are the true masters of Undeath. 
Despite the blood-curse that they must endure, they yet retain all the 
devious intelligence, ruthless ambition and profane desires they pos- 
sessed in life. This makes them the most dangerous of the Undead, 
since they can continue to grow and learn, having an eternity in which 
to perfect their skills — be they those of a warrior or a sorcerer - and 
their diabolical schemes. The crudest of their kind exist only to feed, 
but others lust after temporal power and dominion over the living. 

No one Vampire looks like another; the only thing they have in 
common is that they appear basically humanoid, although some are 
barely even that. Most can pass as still human, from a distance, and 
some are even able to hide their evil natures behind a conjured mask 
of aristocratic nobility. Some might even be considered darkly hand- 
some, or disturbingly beautiful, and yet only those that feed well - and 
regularly ~ can maintain the guise of the living for any length of time. 

For all their guile and glamour, a Vampire is nonetheless still a dead 
thing, possessing neither breath nor heartbeat, a rotting corpse ani- 
mated by Dark Magic and a selfish, immortal will. To maintain the 
appearance that they are anything other drains a Vampire's unholy 
energies, and when they are under stress or driven to displays of anger, 
their true, hideous countenance may be revealed. 

There are other Vampires, among the more bestial and corrupted of 


their kind, that make no attempt to hide their unholy natures, revel- 
ling in the entropy and decay of their immortal existence. You shall 
know them by their sloughed skin, their prominent fangs and their 
iron-hard talons, as well as by the grave-stench that hangs heavy about 
them, along with the reek of rotten flesh and the stink of soured blood. 

Vampires loathe the sun, for daylight weakens them. Hence, when 
they go into battle, the skies darken with great storm clouds, as well 
as swarms of bats and other flying things. But by far the greatest curse 
with which they live is that of the Thirst, the legacy of the first of their 
kind, ‘She Who is Beautiful in Death’. This unnatural need to drink 
fresh blood is strong, but the longer the Vampire's unlife continues, 
the better able the monster is to control the urge and deny its unholy 
appetite. Although many Vampires learn how to survive on less and 
less fresh blood - some going without feeding for years at a time - 
many never overcome the predator's primal desire to hunt. 

As Vampires age, so their powers increase. They become faster and 
stronger, and capable of calling on a range of supernatural powers. 
Some can call forth the creatures of the night - bats and wolves - to 
serve them, while some even learn how to shape-shift into such forms 
themselves. Others can mesmerise the weak-willed with barely more 
than a glance, while there are those that become masters of the nec- 
romantic arts, capable of casting all manner of terrible spells. And 
yet, despite all the powers in their possession, as the decades of unlife 
become centuries, many cannot help but lose their minds as they slide 
inexorably into madness. 


An Extract from 
THE GREAT BOOK OF BANISHMENT 


CHAPTER X 


Being a Description of the Diverse Artefacts with which the 
Righteous shall Equip themselves against the Undead 


The Book 
Keepest thou the sacred book with thee always, so none that are unclean 
may come nigh unto it. And its pages shall be of vellum, inscribed in 
the high tongue. And the leather bindings shall be graven with all the 
marks of Sigmar. When thou reciteth from the book, speakest thou 
with authority, that the evil-doer may tremble at thy words and shrink 
back from thee, for they cannot show their faces to righteousness. 


The Stake and the Hammer 

Seek the holy tree of Sigmar and from its staves, cut thee sturdy stakes. 
Harden then the spike in the holy flame, while reciting the words of 
banishment. Take thou thine hammer, like unto that which holy Sig- 
mar wielded on his day of valour. Let it be graven with his holy sigil, 
against which nothing that is unclean may prevail. And know ye that 
the unclean shall be dispatched with but three strikes of the hammer 
upon the stake. And the stake will penetrateth the heart of the evil 
One and accomplish the banishment for all eternity. And when thou 
Striketh, say the prayer of Sigmar. 


The Mirror 
Takest thou a mirror of polished silver which cometh out of the 
Dwarf realms and tarnisheth not. Behold, it is incorruptible metal 


and revealeth the souls of men. Keep it discreetly and let not anyone 
see it in the palm of thine hand. Whosoever shall have no reflection 
in the mirror ye shall deliver unto them the holy stake of banishment. 


The Sacred Water 
And thou shalt have with thee a phial and the sacred water of the well 
of Sigmar shall be within it. Draw thou this from the holy temple 
upon his feast day. Behold the sacred water burneth the flesh of the 
Undead and causeth them to recoil from thee. 


The Sign of Sigmar 
And this shall be the mark of the Witch Hunter. He shall wear the 
sign of Sigmar which is the twin-tailed comet. By this sign his foes 
may know that the power of holy Sigmar is with him. And none shall 
withstand the wrath of holy Sigmar, who cometh to save the right- 
eous from the depredations of evil. And whosoever maketh the sign 
of Sigmar with his hand, he also shall be protected. 


An Extract from 


A TRUE History OF THE VAMPIRE WARS 
By Stefanus Weidemann 


CHAPTER XIII 


Shadows over Sylvania 


And so the evil that was Vlad von Carstein, the first Vampire Count 
of Sylvania, was slain thanks to the noble sacrifice of the Grand Theo- 
gonist Wilhelm III. 

With the grave-leech destroyed once and for all, his Undead armies 
started to crumble, the unholy corpses becoming nothing more than 
rotting flesh and mouldering grave-dirt. The Vampire's thralls were 
forced to retreat from the battlefield and thereby lift the siege of the 
Emperor's seat of Altdorf. However, such were the atrocities visited 
upon the people of Altdorf, no pursuit of the enemy was possible; too 
many honourable men had died that day in defence of that great city. 

The last to die at the Battle of Altdorf was the monster's fiend-like 
consort, Isabella von Carstein, formerly Isabella von Drak, daughter 
of Mad Otto von Drak. Fighting atop one of the great gate towers of 
the city against the self-proclaimed Emperor Ludwig and his Great- 
swords, surrounded by a cordon of tireless skeletal bodyguards, the 
Countess von Carstein realised that all was lost when the revenants 
Surrounding her stopped fighting and collapsed before her very eyes. 

Understanding that her immortal beloved had been claimed by 
the grave at last, with a banshee wail the Vampiress threw herself 
from the top of the tower. Her body was impaled on the sharpened 
Stakes below, where it shrivelled and crumbled to dust. It is said that 


her death-scream lingered even after nothing of her physical form 
remained. 

Von Carstein’s armies defeated and the Battle of Altdorf won, the 
soon-to-be-Emperor Ludwig would have pressed on into Sylvania to 
rid it of the blood-taint of vampirism and free it from the tyrannical 
rule of the von Carstein line once and for all, had not his rival claim- 
ants to the throne of Altdorf joined forces against him, fearing that 
his war-won popularity would enable him to secure the throne for 
himself. 

So it was that the pernicious lords of Sylvania were able to return 
to the land of their unholy birth and there bide their time as they 
regained their blood-derived strength. The five surviving claimants for 
the title of Master of the Land of Night warred and plotted among 
themselves with perfidious impunity for more than forty years, grant- 
ing the Empire vital time to recover from the desolation wrought by 
Vlad von Carstein in his attempt to become the first vampire Emperor 
of the Old World. 

And in that time others fought to claim the dark throne of Draken- 
hof Castle for themselves, not only the jealous Vampires of the von 
Carstein bloodline. And dark were the shadows over Sylvania in those 
days. 


Turn to 1. 


1 


It is the time of the Chaos moon. Morrslieb, the herald of oblivion, 
waxes full over the accursed county of Sylvania, pulsing like a malignant 
tumour in the night's sky, working its evil influence on the land below. 

Worm-eaten cadavers stir within their mouldering barrows and 
untold horrors stalk the land - screaming spirits and ghostly knights, 
degenerate cannibals and bestial things that are neither man nor beast, 
neither living nor truly dead. Even the rat-kin of the Under-Empire 
become more feverish in their desperate hunt for the warpstone that 
fuels their esoteric magics and machineries. While in their lone tow- 
ers, castles and manorial domains, the Vampires - the Lords of Night 
~ watch and wait. 

The old count is dead and his dark throne within Castle Drakenhof 
Temains empty. It is a time of great upheaval and war within Sylvania 
as Vlad's dark blood-kin scheme and plot and battle for supremacy. 
The time is coming when one with ambition and vision might rise to 
tule over all Sylvania - both the living and dead. 

That time ~ Hexensnacht, the Night of Mysteries — is scant days away. 


If you are a Blood Dragon Vampire, turn to 91. 
If you are a Lahmian Vampire, turn to 154. 


If you are a Von Carstein Vampire, turn to 218. 


2 


And so you ride from Fool's Rest for the Vale of Darkness, which lies 
to the west, at the edge of the foetid land bordering the Helsee that is 
known as Grim Moor. 

Angstraum carries you through stretches of ancient, knotty wood- 
land, across brackish brooks, and over dusty flatlands that are devoid 
of any signs of life, even down to small green shoots or blades of grass. 

It is as you are crossing one such barren plain that you hear the 
thundering of heavy hooves, and out of the darkness ahead of you 
appears an ancient apparition riding a skeletal warhorse. 

‘Halt!’ comes a voice as dry as a dusty tomb, speaking in a dialect 
that is as old as the hills themselves. 

The once-mighty warlord standing before you now is little more 
than a skeleton clad in heavy armour, hot coals burning within the 
sockets of its fleshless skull. 

‘Who would ride their steed over the bones of the fallen?’ the Wight 
demands. 

How will you answer? 


If you are a Blood Knight of the Ordo Draconis, 
turn to 34. 
If you are a scion of the von Carstein family, turn to 53. 


If you are a sister of the cult of Lahmia, turn to 82. 


3 


Hearing a rising hum, you turn your attention to the Warlock Engi- 
neer to see the creature pointing its warp-lightning staff at you. 

You are already starting to move as, with a crackling scream, the 
Skaven triggers the device. 


If your Taint score is less than 7, turn to 145. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 7, 
turn to 185. 


4 


As you watch from around the corner of a derelict tomb, the stone 
doors of the mausoleum are opened and, led by the Corpsemaster, 
the Zombies disappear inside, carrying the unanimated corpses with 
them. 

After several minutes have passed — enough time for a screech-owl 
to hoot twice — and the Corpsemaster and his minions having still not 
returned, your curiosity gets the better of you and you follow them 
through the open doors into the dank darkness beyond. 


Turn to 16. 


5 


You leave the Barren Hills behind and the Sigmarite chapter house 
comes in view again. 

With a pack of baying Ghouls at your back, you lead the assault 
on the fortified stronghold, spurring Angstraum towards the keep-like 
structure that stands beyond the walls of the town of Fool's Rest. 

But as you approach the barred gates and towering walls you rein in 
your steed and hold back, letting the bestial Ghouls bear the brunt of 
the holy fire unleashed by the prayer-wards that have been placed on 
the stronghold by Warrior Priests of the Cult of Sigmar. Some burst 
into flame, while others suffer blistering of the skin and withering of 
their extremities. 

There are so many of them, and since the Ghoul King’s forces are 
not wholly given over to undeath, the degenerates at last overwhelm 
the wards protecting the chapter house. Battering down the gates and 
Scrambling over the walls, the creatures howl in feral ecstasy as they 
commence the massacre of those they find within. 

With the warding locks broken, you no longer have anything to fear, 
and follow the Ghouls into the Sigmarite fortress. 

Once inside you are greeted by more scenes of slaughter as the 
Ghouls bound across the courtyard, tearing down the Templars with 
Tagged, filthy claws and gnawed bone clubs as the men rush to defend 
their chapter house. Having killed, they start to tear chunks of flesh 
from their victims’ bodies with their teeth. Turning from the abattoir 
slaughter being perpetrated by the Ghouls, you set your mind to locat- 
ing the treasure that the Order of Sigmar has hidden here. 

Before you stands the keep-like structure that lies at the heart of 
the complex, decorated with yet more relief carvings of twin-tailed 


comets and holy hammers. Surely this is where any proscribed arte- 
facts would be stored after being seized. 

You sense something calling to you from within the keep, some- 
thing that recognises a kindred spirit. It is a thing made of murder and 
the insatiable thirst for blood. 

You feel your own blood quicken in response to its siren call. Follow- 
ing the entity's blood-thirsting cry, you burst into the keep, smashing 
through an iron-banded door and follow the passageway beyond to a 
sudden T-junction. 

The voice seems to call to you from the stones that lie ahead. There 
must be a sealed vault on the other side of the wall, but which way 
will lead you to it? 


If you want to turn left, turn to 35. 


If you want to turn right, turn to 65. 


6 


The battle between you and your former master will be a battle to the 
death. 


Viktor von Carstein 


Weapon: 
Claws e x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Regeneration (5) 


If you manage to kill the enraged Vampire lord, 
turn to 400. 


If you are vanquished by your foe, turn to 314. 


Your own inner beast answers the growl of the Doom Wolf with a 
growl of its own. But what manner of beast are you? 


If you are Chosen of the Bat, turn to 27. 
If you are Chosen of the Wolf, turn to 77. 


8 


You feel that you have spent long enough treasure-hunting beyond 
the bounds of Sylvania and so decide it is time to return to the 
accursed land of your unbirth. 


If you want to return to Sylvania and head north, in your 
hunt for another of the treasures, turn to 343. 


If you want to head to the southern reaches of your 
homeland, in search of another of the treasures, 
turn to 353. 


If you have already sought all three of the treasures 
mentioned in the dark prophecy, turn to 245. 


= 


The warrior is clearly a Templar of Ulric - a Knight of the White Wolf 
~ but how do you want to deal with him? 


If you want to try to make the White Wolf your thrall, 
turn to 131, 


If you simply want to attack the White Wolf before he 
attacks you, turn to 80. 


10 


An ear-splitting shriek echoes over the construction site and suddenly 
everyone's attention is back on the storm-wracked sky - including 
yours! 

Black against the gunmetal-grey clouds, a monstrous creature 
swoops down out of the tempestuous sky on blotch-skinned pinions. 
In terms of sheer size and the terror it invokes in the builders work- 
ing on the castle walls, it is like a dragon, but in every other aspect 
it is more like a bat - albeit one grown to monstrous proportions, 
which has then died and been brought back from the dead by means 
of potent necromancy. 

The Terrorgheist — for that is what the beast must be — opens its ran- 
cid skeletal maw and gives voice to a deathly shriek that is so baleful 
it can cause a mortal man to die of fright. 

It would appear that some other power within the realm of Sylvania 
has set the beast to harry those attempting to build the fortress. 

The gunnery crew are thrown into a flurry of activity as the monster 
sweeps down out of the sky towards the curious tree-hurling cannon. 


If you want to intervene and confront the 
Terrorgheist yourself, turn to 313. 


If you want to wait and see what happens, turn to 212. 


11 


The great carcass of the bat-monster lies amid the remains of the gun- 
nery crew and the spear-launching cannon itself. 


Add 1 to your Taint score for besting such a mighty beast. 


It is time you were on your way. Leaving the builders currently work- 
ing on the construction of Fort Oberstyre cowering in dread and fear 
behind the sturdy curtain walls of the stronghold, you set off again 
westwards, crossing the border into Stirland. 


Turn to 171. 


12 


Angstraum descends through craggy hills, wintry clouds overhead 
part, and you see by the fell light of Morrslieb, there laid out before 
you - every minute detail visible to your supernatural eyesight in the 
moonlight - the forsaken county of Sylvania. 

To the north lies the barely populated, boggy wilderness of Hunger 
Wood, a place shunned even by the hardy peasant folk of Sylvania, 
and the blasted wastes that are now all that is left of the former city 
of Mordheim, known to many historians as the City of the Damned. 
To the east stand the ruins of Vanhaldenschlosse, the Red Abbey, and 
accursed Castle Drakenhof, from where the von Carstein Wolf led his 
Undead armies to war with the Empire. To the south, the stretch of the 
Aver Reach known as the Corpse Run meanders through the blighted 

~ marshes of the southern stretches of the county, while to the west are 
located the cairn-spotted moors and hills of the Stirland border and 
the Broken Spine range of warpstone-riddled hills. 

The sword, the ring and the cup: those are the items you must find 
to fulfil the dark prophecy three nights from now. But where are they 
to be found, and where will you begin your search for them? 


Dawn breaks, but under a pall of cloud that keeps the sun from ever 
casting its light directly upon the cursed ground of Sylvania, meaning 
that you can proceed with your mission unhindered. 

Ahead of you lies the small town of Templehof, built at a cross- 
ing of the ways, from where you might choose where to pursue your 
quest. But before you can reach the town you see a pilgrim procession 
approaching you along the road, heading in the direction from which 
you have just come 

Vlad von Carstein closed down the temples of Sigmar and had all the 
Priests expelled from Sylvania long ago. But since the Wolf's demise at 
the Siege of Altdorf, a glut of holy men and Witch Hunters have dared 
walk the ways of Sylvania once again, spurred on by the defeat of Vlad 
von Carstein’s uprising, intending to cleanse the county of the curse 
of the Undead once and for all. And it would appear that you have 
stumbled upon just such a group. 

Your dead heart burns with hatred at the sight of these torch-bearing 
Pilgrims. A cry from the front of the group tells you that they are aware 
of your presence as well. 

‘Halt, traveller!’ calls the robed figure at the front of the party. He is 
Wearing a sackcloth habit and his head is cowled, while in one hand 
he carries a barbed whip with which he periodically lashes his own 


back as he addresses you. ‘What business have you out on the road?’ 
The Flagellant suddenly stumbles to a halt, seeing you and your 
steed more clearly as you near each other. 
‘Unholy fiend!’ the man suddenly roars. ‘Evil has been your chosen 
lot in life, and by the purging flames shall you be judged!’ 


If you are a Blood Dragon or of the von Carstein 
bloodline, turn to 136. 


If you are a Lahmian Vampire, turn to 36. 


13 


A small dark voice, suddenly inside your head, tells you to take out 
the relic-box, and you feel compelled to obey. As you do so, the spec- 
tre’s furious screams become shrieks of panic as it is dragged towards 
the dark wood casket in your hands. 

Seeing the effect the reliquary is having on the spirit, you open the 
lid and watch with grim satisfaction as, with a final echoing scream, 
the damned soul is sucked inside, the lid snapping shut after it. 


Turn to 31. 


14 


Giving voice to a bestial scream, the Ghoul King leaps from its throne, 
sending the Ghouls scattering as it lands in front of you. 

‘Is this how you would treat a king?’ the creature roars, muscles 
bunching all across its hideously swollen body as it raises one huge 
taloned hand, ready to strike. 


If you want to prepare to meet the Strigoi’s attack, 
turn to 84, 


If you now want to bow before the Ghoul King, 
turn to 283. 


wT! 


15 


The Necromancer dead, you cut the finger bearing the ring from his 
left hand and claim the treasure for yourself. Putting the ring on, you 
feel its malignant power working within you at once. 


Restore up to 4 Wounds and add 1 to your Taint score. 


You are now in possession of a magical artefact that once belonged to 
the Necromancer lord Vanhal himself. 


Add Vanhal's Ring to your Adventure Sheet, making a note of 
the fact that it is etched with 3 arcane symbols. If you ever suffer 
damage from a magical attack, you may deduct 1 point from the 

total damage suffered. 


Having claimed the treasure you came here seeking, you quit the 
sepulchral chamber, but not before smashing the unnatural construct 
to pieces with your sword — just in case. 

You make your way back through the Skaven workings and the tun- 
nels of the tomb, untroubled by rats or the Undead, until you reach 
the hall of sleeping skeletons. 


If you are in possession of a Dark Reliquary, turn to 106. 
If not, turn to 156. 


16 


Beyond the entrance to the mausoleum, a flight of stone steps 
descends into the earth. At the bottom you enter a long room lined 
with alcoves, each recess the resting place of an armoured skeleton 
bearing a sword and shield. 

The skeletons remain motionless as you pass along the length of the 
hall, a cold breeze stirring the cobwebs clinging to the dead warriors’ 
hollow ribcages. 

At the other end of the hall you pass through a pointed archway into 
a short corridor that soon comes to an abrupt stop at a T-junction. 


If you want to follow the tunnel to the left, turn to 290. 
If you want to turn right, turn to 140. 


Dismounting from your steed, you heave open the gates and enter a 
high-ceilinged chamber that is as wide as the footprint of the tower 
that rises above. Opposite you, on the far side of the chamber, an 
archway leads to the worn stone steps of a spiral staircase. A grille 
several feet across is set into the middle of the floor. 

As you enter the tower, a shaft of wan moonlight penetrates the 
chamber, passing between the bars of the grille. 

You are halfway towards the staircase when a shuddering roar rises 
from the void that lies beneath the trapdoor. A moment later the grille 
is forcibly thrown back and a monstrous creature hauls itself from the 
mire of its stinking lair. 

The creature has the head of a manticore fused to the body of a basil- 
isk, while immense tusks sprout from its malformed jaw and a pair of 
wings - one feathered like an eagle’s and one a leathery pinion like that 
of a giant bat - sprout from its shoulder blades, flapping in agitation. 
In places, its scabrous hide is torn, or missing altogether, revealing great 
swathes of exposed black muscle and knots of sutured blood vessels. 

Twelve feet tall at the shoulder, the abomination is one of a kind, a 
creation of the insane lord who holds dominion within the Sundered 
Tower, which owes more to the practice of some unholy science than 
the sorcery of the dead for its unnatural rebirth. This fact is attested to 
by the fact that in place of claws, the monster's brutal physiognomy 
has been enhanced by the addition of jagged sword-blades fused 
directly to the bones of its forelimbs. 

Something has roused this beast, assembled from the body parts of 
half a dozen monstrous creatures. Is it the waxing power of Morrslieb, 
or the power that holds dominion within this place? 

A serpentine tail lashes out from behind it, blocking your exit. 

Whatever the truth of the matter, if you are to get out of here alive, 
you are going to have to slay this Abyssal Terror! 


Abyssal Terror 


Weapon: 
Sword-Claws * x1 


Initiative: Abyssal Terror 
Saves: None 


If you slay the Terror, turn to 42. 


If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


18 


The Brood Horror dies messily, its distended stomach rupturing and 
a wash of gastric juices and the still-wriggling, half-digested remains 
of its consumed kin flooding the narrow passageway. 

There is no way you can escape being doused in the toxic filth, and 
you feel acid eating away at your flesh as virulently as holy water would. 


Lose 4 Wounds. 


If you survive the Brood Horror's parting gift, with the 
animal's corpse blocking the tunnel you have to go back 
the way you came and pass beneath the carved archway; 

turn to 251. 


19 


The sky remains overcast as you head north, as if some unholy power 
1s working its malefic art to help you succeed in your quest — and 
Perhaps it is, at your blood-sire’s behest. 

Dusk is already falling as Angstraum leaps the broken stone bridge 
that once crossed the River Stir at this point and you come to the town 
Of Fool's Rest. The gates have already been shut and barred against the 
night - and whatever horrors it might hold — but the chapter house of 
the Templars of Sigmar stands outside its thick, stone walls. 


The place looks like a fortified manor house, surrounded by a high 
wall and bearing the Sigmarite emblems of the warhammer and the 
twin-tailed comet on every lintel and jutting buttress. The sight of the 
holy symbols causes you to wince and hiss in revulsion. It is the per- 
fect place to keep an unholy artefact, such as the one you are seeking, 
out of harm’s way and safe from your kind. 

Standing on guard at the gate - the entrance lit by guttering torches 
in brackets on the walls — are two junior members of the order, but 
nonetheless burly and hard-bitten veterans for all that. 

A malignant source of great necromantic power lies within —- you 
can sense it calling out to your dark soul. If you are to recover the 
treasure, you are somehow going to have to find a way to break in. 


If you are a knight of the Ordo Draconis, turn to 49. 


If you are a member of the Lahmian sisterhood, 
turn to 79. 


If you are a minor noble of the von Carstein family, 
turn to 129. 


20 


Before you have had a chance to decide what you want to do, the 
White Wolf charges the Corpse Cart, warhammer whirling above his 
head. And thanks to the knight's belligerent attack, your presence is 
no longer a secret either. 

As the White Wolf battles his minions, you go after the master of the 
Corpse Cart yourself. 


Corpsemaster 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you kill the Corpsemaster, turn to 175. 


If your enemy bests you, turn to 314. 


Inspired by the Warrior Priest, the rabble seize the initiative and lay 
into you with pitchforks, shovels and anything else they have to hand, 
while the priest exhorts them to greater and greater acts of bravery. 


Frenzied Mob 


Weapon: 


Hand Weapons J xl 


Initiative: Frenzied Mob 
Saves: None 


Warrior Priest 


Weapon: 
Warhammer $ x1.5 


Initiative: Warrior Priest 
Saves: Blessed Breastplate (5) 


If you defeat the priest and his followers, turn to 37. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


22 


You catch the knight entirely unawares, his senses still befuddled by 
your vampiric mesmerism. 

As he reels from the grievous wound you have dealt him, the spell is 
broken at last. He comes at you, full of fury and zealous rage. 


Knight of Morr 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Blessed Plate Armour (4) 


If you manage to defeat the knight in single combat, 
turn to 122. 


If you are vanquished by your foe, turn to 314. 


23 


A cold wind that chills even your undead flesh suddenly finds you as 
it sweeps over the battlefield. 

And then you see it. Charging across the valley, its ethereal form 
passing through the ranks of corporeal combatants, the huntsman 
comes, the harvester of souls. This grim reaper clings to the back of its 
ethereal steed, a great glittering scythe held high above its head. 

Scythe, rider and horse, aflame with otherworldly corposant, the 
Hexwraith will not be deterred any longer. It comes for you, having 
trailed you ever since you desecrated the Cairn Circle. And now that it 
has caught up with you, it will not rest until it has claimed your soul 
for the god of death himself. 


If you are in possession of a Dark Reliquary, 
turn to 93. 


If not, turn to 43. 


24 


‘you were told to leave,’ a burly woodsman growls, his axe suddenly 
in his hand. 

‘That's right,’ says another. ‘Now begone from this place!’ 

‘Begone!’ shouts another. 

And then suddenly the villagers have rediscovered their courage — 
found at the bottom of a tankard of ale, no doubt - and four of the 
burliest are rushing forwards to expel you from the drinking house. 


4 Villagers 


Weapon: 
Hand Weapon * xl 


Initiative: Villagers 
Saves: Leather Armour (6) 


As soon as you kill the villagers, turn to 356. 


If your enemies overwhelm you, turn to 314. 


25 


‘You have preserved the honour of the Ordo Draconis, Modred,’ 

Kastellan Sangreal declares, offering you a sharp salute, ‘and taught 

our enemies to fear the name of Blood Dragon once again. Moonset 

is on the way and the time spoken of in the dark prophecy is at hand. 
‘Give me the sword, the cup and the chalice.’ 


If you have the word Sanctus written on your Adventure 
Sheet, or you do not want to hand over the three dark 
treasures, turn to 45. 


If you do not have the word Sanctus written on your 
Adventure Sheet, and you want to do as the kastellan 
commands, turn to 100. 


26 


From the thick of the battle, three monstrous creatures appear. With 
shaggy manes of blood-red hair that describe a line down their backs, 
forelimbs that are both arms and bat-like pinions, and with faces 
malformed by brutish snouts and distended jaws, these fiends are the 
darkness that festers within all your kind made manifest. 

If you manage to defeat the Vargheists and their even more mon- 
strous Vargoyle leader, you will have gone some way to mastering the 
Thirst that is the curse of all Vampires. 


2 Vargheists 


Weapon: 
Claws * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


Vargoyle 


Weapon: 
Claws - x0.5 


Initiative: You, Vargheists, Vargoyle 
Saves: None 


Vargheists are formidable fighters. If you win your battle 
with the blood-maddened fiends, turn to 116. 


If your enemies overwhelm you, turn to 314. 


27 


The bat is not kindred to the wolf, but both are creatures of the night. 


If your Taint score is less than 4, turn to 97. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 4, 
turn to 77. 


28 


‘You say there is much Sigmarite blood to be shed?’ the King in Crim- 
son asks. 

‘There is, my lord.’ 

‘Mmm...’ the Strigoi purrs. ‘Sigmarite blood...’ The creature licks its 
bloody lips with a pockmarked tongue. ‘Then you have your wish. We 
shall assault that nest of Vampire hunters together.’ 


Turn to5. } 


a0 


‘No,’ you say in turn, knowing deep in your bones that something is 
wrong, ‘I insist!’ 

‘So be it’ the woman says, the smile vanishing from her face, the hateful 
scowl that replaces it perversely making her seem even more appealing. 

Turning your steed from the gates of the castle, you head for the road 
north again. You have not gone far when you hear the thud of hooves 
behind you and become aware of a sickly-sweet perfume being car- 
ried to you on the breeze. Something is in pursuit, something that is 
supernaturally fast. Something not of this world. 

Realising that Angstraum cannot outrun whatever it is that’s hunting 
you, you turn to face your pursuer. 

The thing galloping along the road after you is a bizarre hybrid: 
something reptilian merged with some manner of monstrous insect, 
the whole bearing uncomfortably anthropomorphic characteristics, 
its hide mottled a dusky purple. It has four legs that end in cloven 
hooves, two slender arms that end in vicious cutting claws, a pair of 
antlers sprout from the top of its elongated skull and a large scor- 
pion’s sting hangs over its back. 

Unlike the Undead who are bound to this world, the creature before 
you is wholly not of this world, but born of the hellish realm of 
dreams and nightmares. 

The Fiend gives a weird whinnying sound and then it is upon you, 
determined to make you pay for defying the will of its mistress. 


Fiend of Slaanesh 


Weapon: 
Ss D 
Crab Claws * x0.5 


Initiative: Fiend of Slaanesh 
Saves: Daemonic Aura (5) 


If you slay the Chaos Fiend, turn to 389. 


If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


30 


As you come closer to the stone circle, rotted faces and ragged burial 
shrouds - the spirits of the outcast dead, unable to pass on into the 
afterlife — coalesce from the ethereal mist thickening about you. 

But as they come at you, dead faces moaning in remembrance of 
the life, and the eternal rest, they have been denied, the ring on your 
finger grows hot. 

The vaporous faces melt and warp, deformed by screams and expres- 
sions of horror, as the power of the long-dead Vanhal works upon 
them even now, long after the Necromancer’s death, binding the 
damned souls to the ring. 

Add the word Sce.estus to the Allies box on your Adventure Sheet. 

As the last of the silently screaming face fades from before your eyes, 
the crackling corposant dancing about the tops of the standing stones 
fades as well, leaving the Cairn Circle in darkness once more. 


Turn to 19. 


31 


‘How dare you?’ the Necromancer screams. ‘How dare you challenge 
me here, within this place where I hold dominion, and with my great- 
est work on the verge of completion?’ 

You look again at the colossus the sorcerer has constructed from 
bound flesh, rusted metal and the rotten wood of exhumed coffins. 
If the wretch had ever been able to complete the ritual to bring his 
creation to unlife, you doubt you would have had a hope of defeating 
him. 

But the Necromancer did not complete the ritual and now all that 
has to happen for you to claim his magical ring is to put an end to 
him. 


Necromancer 


Weapon: 
Cursed Dagger - x1.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you slay the Necromancer, turn to 15. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


32 


Snarling like the bestial things they are, rank saliva dripping from 
their jaws in sticky strings, the Ghouls come at you. 


6 Crypt Ghouls 


Weapon: 


Ny 
Club * xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you defeat the Ghoul King’s minions, turn to 102. 


If vour enemies overwhelm you, turn to 314. 


Lifting the latch you open the door, ancient hinges squeaking in protest. 

You enter an empty hall, the mildewed tatters of tapestries and 
familial coats-of-arms stirring in the breeze that you allow into the 
room after you. 

There is nothing here but cobwebbed candelabra and broken fur- 
niture. On the other side of the chamber lies the entrance to a spiral 
staircase that both rises and descends through the tower. The only other 
way out of this abandoned chamber is the door you just entered by. 


If you want to ascend the spiral staircase to the next floor, 
turn to 105. 


If you want to descend the spiral staircase, turn to 57. 


34 


‘| am Sir Modred of Mordgier,’ you state boldly. ‘And who dares chal- 
lenge my right to cross these lifeless lands?’ 


Turn to 112. 


35 


Your shrivelled heart singing in answer to the artefacts call, you dash 
down the corridor only to enter a spartan cell. On the far side of the 
room is a rack of weapons - pikes, halberds, morning stars - and in 
the middle of the armoury is a man who has just finished putting on 
a gleaming iron breastplate. 

With a shout of, ‘Sigmar’s bones!’ the Templar attacks, swinging his 
blessed sword at you. 


Templar of Sigmar 


Weapon: 
Blessed Sword * x2 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 


If you kill the Templar, turn to 195. 
If you are vanquished by your foe, turn to 314. 


36 


The Flagellant is only a weak and helpless mortal man, and all men 
are susceptible to your beguiling beauty — aren't they? 


If you want to try to beguile the pilgrims’ leader, 
turn to 66. 
If you would rather prepare to meet the Flagellant’s 
challenge, turn to 136. 


37 


Seemingly against all the odds, you have defeated the followers of the 
Neldenhammer. Not only that, but the Warrior Priest was one of the 


Seven. You take your revenge upon him by slaking your unholy thirst 
with the priest's blood. 


Add 1 to your Taint score, regain 4 Wounds, and make a note on 
your Adventure Sheet that you have defeated another of the Seven. 


Leaving the bodies of the priest and his followers strewn about the 
“ossroads for others to find - and be appalled by - you set off south 
Once again. 


Turn to 109. 


38 


‘Death,’ you say under your breath, as you face the mirror but casting 
no reflection within the glass yourself. ‘Death is the king to whom all 
eventually pay fealty.’ 

As you continue to stare into the mirror you see something forming 
in the distance, deep inside the glass. 

At first it is too small - or perhaps too far away — for you to deter- 
mine what it is. But as you watch, the thing comes closer, growing in 
size and clarity all the time. A mournful wail reaches your ears as well, 
becoming louder and louder until you grit your teeth against the pain 
of the unearthly scream. 


If your Taint score is less than 8, turn to 228. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 8, 
turn to 268. 


39 


‘Stand back, sir!’ The voice of one of Master Engineer Ludwig's gun- 
nery crew carries to you from the top of the hill behind you. It is 
followed by a dull boom as the strange cannon fires. 

A huge, iron-tipped stake hewn from a tree trunk launches from the 
barrel of the cannon and streaks through the sky towards the descend- 
ing beast, even as it rears back, bringing its legs forwards beneath it to 
pluck you from your mount. 

The Master Engineer's targeting calculations are spot-on. The mas- 
sive bolt hits the Zombie Dragon square in the middle of its chest, 
smashing through its ribs and piercing the black heart caged within 
its chest. 

The great drake dies a second time, uttering a last, terrible roar that 
would freeze the blood in your veins if it wasn’t already cold as ice. 
The dragon drops out of the sky, its corpse smashing down on top of 
the cannon and the gunnery crew before they can escape, crushing the 
men and the weapon under a mass of splintering bones, gristle and 
armoured hide. 


Cross the word TORMENTUS off your Adventure Sheet. 


Turn to 230. 


40 


His blood well and truly up now, your thrall charges into the cave to 
meet the Skavenslaves’ challenge. As he takes on three of the snivel- 
ling rats, you take on the remainder. 


3 Skavenslaves 


Weapon: 
Knives ® xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


Once you have put down the pitiful Skaven, turn to 3. 


If your enemies overwhelm you, turn to 314. 


41 


The Master Engineer gives a pained groan as you deliver your killing 
stroke, but before his body can drop to the ground you catch him in 
your powerful arms and sink your fangs into his neck, drinking deeply. 


Gain 4 Wounds. 


As you gulp down the hot crimson fluid your mind is suddenly 
a-whirl with a host of images - the dying man’s memories. The rush 
of recollection sends you reeling, and you drop the dead man’s body. 

As you suspected, Ludwig Werkzeug was one of the Seven who have 
made it their mission to rid Sylvania of all your kind. However, you 
also learn that another of the crusading leaders has travelled to the 
town of Tollheim to recruit more men to their cause. 


Make a note on your Adventure Sheet that you have slain another 
of the Seven and add 1 to your Taint score. 


There is nothing else for you here. The stake-firing cannon is useless 
to you without its crew, and so you continue on your way westwards. 


Turn to 171. 


42 


The Abyssal Terror is dead. To have slain such a magical amalgam of 
monsters is a mighty feat in itself. 


Gain 1 Taint point for slaying the Abyssal Terror. 


You are about to leave when you feel the siren pull of Dark Magic 
nearby. Of course, the very stones of this sorcerer’s tower are saturated 
with Dark Magic, but you sense an even greater concentration of it 
emanating from the open pit. 

Could it be the dark treasure you are seeking? 


If you want to climb down into the pit to discover what 
lies hidden there, turn to 135. 


If you want to leave the chamber by ascending the spiral 
staircase, turn to 105. 


43 


Adjusting your grip on the ensorcelled sword in your hand, you pre- 
pare to deny the reaper knight its prize. 


Hexwraith 


Weapon: 
Scythe i xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Ethereal (4) 


If you win, turn to 63. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


The village is eerily quiet. And then a blood-curdling how! shatters 
the silence, echoing through the winding streets. 

A moment later, the scream is followed by a moaning howl. 

Urging Angstraum forwards, you follow the sound, convinced that it 
has something to do with the curse that has clearly befallen the town. 

Rounding the corner of a blacksmith’s forge, you come in sight of 
the north gate of the walled village. Standing before the gate is some- 
thing that makes you rein in your steed. It is a morbidly black carriage. 
Two black-barded steeds stand motionless within the traces, ostenta- 
tious feathered plumes rising from the horses’ helms, the orbits of 
their fleshless skulls alive with emerald witch-lights. 

Suddenly the chilling howl echoes through the quiet streets again, 
closer now. The carriage’s driver cracks its whip and its skeletal team 
spring forwards, pulling the coach after them. 


If you want to pursue the Black Coach, turn to 94. 


If you want to find the source of the blood-curdling howl, 
turn to 150. 


45 


Despite having the soul of a soldier and a sense of duty that runs 
through your veins like blood, a treacherous voice within you tells 
you to resist the kastellan’s command. 

That same voice suggests that there is no one better to claim the 
throne that waits within Drakenhof Castle than you, since it is you 
who is already in possession of the three unholy treasures on Hexen- 
snacht, at the time prophesied. 

Realising that something is wrong, Sangreal fixes you with a glacial 
stare and says, ‘Give me the three unholy artefacts.’ 


If your Taint score is less than 12, turn to 100. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 12, 
turn to 75. 


46 


Leaving Angstraum in the middle of the village, you set about explor- 
ing the alleyways and rat-runs that connect the disparate areas of 
Vassel. 

There is something here, some potent presence that smells of death 
and the cloying reek of honour. 

Upon entering one shadowed alleyway, you hear a sudden noise 
which makes you spin round, and there it is — or rather there he is. 

Standing before you is a powerful figure, a good six feet and more 
tall, broad across the shoulders and with a stance like an immovable 
rock in a river. ‘The warrior is wearing a silvered breastplate and a wolf- 
skin hangs from about his shoulders. In his hands is a dully gleaming 
warhammer. 

This strange knight goes bareheaded, his mane of hair and full beard 
clearly visible. 


If you are a knight of the Ordo Draconis, turn to 80. 
If not, turn to 9. 


47 


Its growl becoming louder, the wolf slinks towards you, muscles rip- 
pling under its mangy hide. 


If your Taint score is less than 6, turn to 97. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 6, 
turn to 77. 


48 


At your desperate urging, the Nightmare gallops closer and closer 
towards the ravine. Dead muscles tensing, your steed kicks off from 
the crumbling cliff edge... 


If you are a Vampire knight of the Blood Dragon order, 
turn to 327. 


If not, turn to 197. 


SHADOWS OVER SYLVANIA 


49 


‘For the honour of Abhorash!’ you cry, spurring your Nightmare steed 
forwards with a kick of your spurred heels. 

Angstraum springs forwards with a shrill whinny, catching the guards 
on the gate unawares. And then they are reaching for their swords, 
expressions of appalled horror on their faces but a steely resolve in 
their eyes nonetheless. 


2 Chapter House Guards 


Weapon: 
Sword * xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Leather Armour (6) 


If you slay the chapter house guards, turn to 318. 


If your enemies best you, turn to 314. 


50 


The blood of the Witch Hunter is potent stuff, and you feel its warmth 
spread throughout your body as you gulp down great mouthfuls. 


Regain 3 Wounds. 


As you cast the Witch Hunter's body aside at last, you notice the golden 
medallion on a chain about his neck. It bears the same motif as the 
one worn by the Prophet of Doom you encountered on the road to 
Templehof, and marks him out as a member of the Seven. 


Make a note on your Adventure Sheet that you have 
slain one of the Seven. 


Leaving the Witch Hunter's body where it lies, you make your way 
back into the courtyard where the massacre being perpetrated by the 
King in Crimson’s ghoulish court is almost complete. 

There, in the midst of the pack now feasting upon the flesh of the 
fallen, is the Strigoi Ghoul King itself. 

The monster fixes you with a feral stare, apparently lost to the blood- 
frenzy that has consumed its cannibal minions. And in the presence 
of a creature so steeped in the blood, its coarse fur and bat-like snout 
thick with the stuff, the Thirsting Sword cries out for blood too. 


If your Taint score is less than 7, turn to 125. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 7, 
turn to 95. 


51 


‘The stranger's right!’ shouts a man, a quizzical expression on his face. 
‘We've been duped. There is deviltry at work here!’ 

His fellow villagers look at him with bemused and bewildered 
expressions of their own, as slowly the hold of the Carnival Master and 
his players have over them weakens, and then is broken altogether. 

‘He's right!’ shouts another - a woman, this time, holding a child. 
‘We've been tricked!’ 

‘Suffer not a witch to live!’ shouts another, and then, before you 
know it, the people of Korzenfal turn against those who would have 
enslaved them, transforming into a frenzied mob in an instant, attack- 
ing the actors with anything they have to hand. 

As the villagers engage the Nurgle-worshippers in combat, you begin 
to force your way through the milling bodies. 


Turn to 183. 


52 


‘Sigmar’s teeth!’ the Warrior Priest curses. ‘I said, who goes there?’ 


If you want to urge Angstraum away from this place as 
quickly as possible, turn to 293. 


If you want to beguile the mob into believing that you are 
other than you actually are, turn to 316. 


If you simply want to strike first and ask questions later, 
turn to 130. 


53 


T am Kurt von Carstein of the ruling bloodline of Sylvania!’ you 
declare with a defiant flick of your head. 

‘T know not of this House von Carstein,’ the Wight King intones in a 
Voice like toppling tombstones. 

‘Those of my blood have ruled these lands for centuries, and one 
day ~ one day soon - we shall hold the entire Empire in our thrall.’ 

‘Tknow not of this Empire you speak of,’ the Wight replies. ‘I do not 
Tecognise the authority of young upstarts.’ 

The former ruler of these lands is clearly a tricky customer to handle, 
but deal with it you must. 


If you want to try to subjugate the Wight King by sheer 
force of your will, turn to 278. 


If you would rather take up arms against the undead lord, 
turn to 112. 


54 


And so you head into the bleak range of hills that lies a few leagues 
north of the settlement of Fool's Rest. Sylvania is a dismal realm for- 
saken by nature and the gods of the Old World long ago, but these 
blasted hills are a lifeless wilderness like no other, Barely any grass 
covers the myriad mounds that dot the landscape, while nothing larger 
than thorny shrubs grow anywhere within sight for miles around. 

The only other sign of life in this desolate place is the smashed stage- 
coach you pass on the road some miles beyond Fool's Rest. There is 
no sign of the horses that must have pulled it here, or of its passen- 
gers, but there is congealing blood aplenty, splashed across the traces 
and the ripped upholstery of the seats inside. Your interest piqued, 
you continue on your way. 

As you steer Angstraum between the ancient burial mounds, a thick 
ground mist covers these ragged hills lending the place an other- 
worldly atmosphere. And then it appears, emerging from the swirling 
fog, and you know that something - some vampiric sixth sense — has 
drawn you to this place. 

At first the mound appears to be just another hill rising from the 
landscape, but then the mists shift again and you see the weathered 
stone markers that surround it and see how what you first took to be a 
natural part of the landscape is in fact a near-perfect dome shaped in 
centuries past by human hands. Three stones surround the black pit 
that is the entrance to the burial mound’s interior. 

This place reeks of death, but then so do all Vampire lairs, But there 
is something different about the barrow, the air redolent with another 
reeking stench, as of something bestial or diseased. 


If you want to enter the barrow in the hope of gathering 
an Undead force to help you break in to the Fool’s Rest 
Chapter House, turn to 334. 


If you would rather leave the burial mound undisturbed 
and search elsewhere, turn to 104. 


55 


The priest is filled with righteous fury as he charges into battle against 
you. His eyes blaze with holy fire, while the same incandescence 
wreathes the head of the warhammer he holds. 

With a roar, holy fire explodes from the Sigmarite’s shimmering 
aura. The villagers remain unscathed by the attack, but the same can 
hardly be said of you, as the holy fire ravages your flesh. 


Lose 4 Wounds. 


If you are still alive, turn to 21. 


56 


Accompanied by the unearthly whinnying of ethereal steeds and the 
cruel cackle of ethereally beautiful handmaidens, an ornate chariot 
of gilded bone descends from the night's sky. The palanquin is borne 
aloft on the shoulders of a host of departed spirits, the ghosts of 
those who lost their hearts to the Vampire queen enthroned upon it, 
accompanied by her daughters-in-death. 

As the coven throne descends, the Vampiress sits forwards and the 
blood in your veins thrills to be in her enchanting presence. With her 
sharp cheekbones and full lips, and not a blemish on her skin, her 
appearance might give the illusion of youth but she has the oldest 
eyes in the world. 

No words are spoken, only hellish shrieks, as the three Lahmian 
witches attack. 


3 Pallid Handmaidens 


Dagger . xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


Vampire Queen 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you manage to win your battle with the Vampire queen 
and her hellish handmaidens, turn to 116. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


57 


As you begin to make your way down the stairs you hear sounds of 
something large and ill-tempered moving about in the chamber below. 


If you want to continue your descent, turn to 87. 


If you would prefer now to ascend through the tower, 
turn to 105. 


58 


‘| must be about my business,’ you tell the woman, pulling on Ang- 
straum’s reins and turning the Nightmare back towards the road. 
But in that moment you make eye-contact with the woman and see 
for the first time that her irises are a striking coral colour. 
‘Oh no, you must stay,’ she says. ‘I insist.’ 


If your Taint score is less than 9, turn to 299. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 9, 
turn to 29. 


59 


The wind howls and lightning flashes on the far horizon as you call 
your allies to you - some of whom are already awaiting you within 
the Vale of Darkness. Nature is clearly in torment at this massing of 
unholy powers. 

Urging Angstraum forwards with a shout, you lead by example, 
galloping down the hill towards the enemy. Behind you, fleshless 
skeletons put ancient carynx horns to their lipless mouths, and the 
memory of a note blares from the trumpets. 

From down in the valley, the trumpeting is echoed by the steady 
pounding of drums and the grating shriek of viols as your blood-sire’s 
rivals send their troops into battle against you. This will truly be a 
massed battle, the like of which has rarely been witnessed. 

And then the crash of swords against shields, the clatter of horse- 
barding against the hollow bones of undead steeds, the baleful 
moaning of the walking dead and the shrieks of the bats thronging the 
skies are drowned out by a primeval roar that speaks to you of blood 
and battles, and the death of untold thousands. 

All eyes turn to the skies. 

Truly no creature is beyond the necromantic powers of the Vampire, 
for descending towards you now on great tattered wings, its skeletal 
Temains covered with scraps of its withered armoured hide, is a crea- 
ture whose kind once ruled this world. They were masters of all they 
Surveyed, before any other sentient being walked the earth. 

Opening vast jaws, the Zombie Dragon roars again, and for the first 
time in an age you feel fear. 


If you have the word TorMENTUS written on your 
Adventure Sheet, turn to 39. 


If not, but you have the word Uutatus recorded on your 
Adventure Sheet, turn to 350. 


If you have neither of these words written down, 
turn to 170. 


60 


Giving voice to another sanity-shredding shriek, the Terrorgheist 
resists your malign influence and, rising up on its rotten pinions, goes 
for you again. 
You have no choice but to finish your battle with the beast. 
If you slay the horror, turn to 11. 


If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


61 


You unsheathe your sword once more, ready to send the Wraith on 
into the next world. 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Ethereal (4) 


If you defeat the spectre, you succeed in banishing it from 
this earthly realm at last; turn to 31. 


If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


62 


‘Why, noble knight, | am but a poor serving girl about an errand for 
my mistress,’ you say, bringing all of your hypnotic charms to bear 
against the devout warriors weary mind. 

‘... understand...’ the knight says, shaking his head as if hoping to 
shake the malaise that clouds his mind. But your glamour is not so 


easily shaken off. ‘Then take care as you go on your way... These are 
dangerous times in a dangerous land.’ 

And with that the knight moves aside to let you pass. You have 
fooled him! 


If you want to take this opportunity to launch a surprise 
attack on the knight, turn to 22. 


If you would rather be on your way as quickly as you can, 
turn to 256. 


63 


Its skull-face thrown back in the hood of its cloak in a silent scream 

- of eternal despair, the Hexwraith and its steed evaporate into mist, 
leaving only the echo of its rage and frustration hanging in the cold 
night air. And soon that is gone too. 


Turn to 123. 


64 


Fixing the priestess with your blood-red stare, you exert your will 
against her, saying, ‘Now, foolish mortal, tell me all you know of the 
order that call themselves the Seven.’ 

‘Never!’ the young woman screams, incredibly with her wits still 
about her. 

As you go to draw your blade instead, there is suddenly something 
in her hand - a silvered flask — and unstoppering it, she empties its 
contents into your face. 

Water splashes over your skin but where it touches it burns like acid, 
hungrily eating into your flesh. You scream in agony as the holy water 
does its holy work. 


Lose 4 Wounds. 


If you are still alive, turn to 134. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


65 


The short stone-walled passageway ends at an iron-bound oak door, 
from the other side of which you can hear the wordless, salivating, 
blood-hungry voice calling to you. Kicking open the door, you enter a 
plain dungeon cell. On the far side of the room, lashed to the wall by 
heavy chains, is a sword unlike any you have ever seen. It is exquisite. 
Its hilt has been fashioned to resemble a dragon’s head, the open jaws 
forming the quillons of the guard, as if the blood-red blade itself were 
the dragon’s tongue. 

Torchlight reflects from the lethally sharp edge of the weapon, which 
shines a deep crimson colour. 

In your presence the blade begins to rattle and jerk, clattering against 
the wall as it struggles to free itself of its restraints. Etched into the 
blade in letters of blood is a name: WYRMFANG. 

This is the legendary Thirsting Sword, Wyrmfang. An ancient relic 
of the Vampire clans, it was last wielded by a champion of the Blood 
Dragon order, who fell at the Battle of Drakwald Bridge. A potent 
artefact, the sword is just as effective at slaying the Undead as it is 
the living. It takes you only a moment to loosen the binding chains 
enough to pull the sword free. 


Wyrmfang, the Thirsting Sword 
Ss D 
> x2 (x3 vs Undead opponents) 


Taking the sword in hand, you feel filled with an unnatural vigour 
that makes you feel as if you could face a Zombie Dragon in single 
combat and win, or leap the walls of the Sigmarite stronghold in a 
single bound. 


Add the sword Wyrmfang to your Adventure Sheet, making a note 
of the fact that there are 8 letters in its name. 


Having got what you came here for you head back out of the keep, not 
wanting to remain on Sigmar-consecrated ground a moment longer than 
is truly necessary — and come face to face with a man dressed in the garb, 
and bearing all the accoutrements, of an experienced Witch Hunter. He 
wears a tall hat decorated with eagle feathers, a well-worn travelling coat, 
a filigree-ornamented iron breastplate and a brace of pistols slung at his 
waist. The man is clearly a grizzled veteran, with an eye-patch and a luxu- 
rious grey beard, a fine rapier blade held deftly in one hand. 


If you are a member of the von Carstein family, 
turn to 225. 


If not, turn to 335. 


66 


‘] think you must be mistaken,’ you say sweetly, fixing the Flagellant 
with your blood-red mesmerising stare. ‘I don’t know what you think 
Tam, but! am in truth a lady's maid, on an urgent errand for my mis- 
tress. I must reach Swartzhafen before nightfall. Now please, let me 
pass and be on my way.’ 

‘Your wanton wiles will not work on me!’ the Flagellant screams. ‘I 
have sworn my soul to Sigmar and your vile witchery has no power 

- over me. I see you for what you really are, foul hag!’ 

With that, the man lashes out with his whip, catching you across 

your sinisterly beautiful face and milk-white arms. 


Lose 2 Wounds. 


Turn to 96. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


67 


As you come closer to the stone circle, the mist thickens, tendrils of 
clammy vapour caressing your cold limbs as if the fog was a living 
thing itself. 


If you are in possession of a Dark Reliquary or a 
Warpstone Talisman, turn to 107. 
If you have neither of these items, turn to 88. 


68 


You give voice toa strange, hissing cry, and the Fell Bats immediately 
fall back in fear, recognising one of their own and daring not defy 
you, so much greater is your power than theirs. 


Turn to 177. 


9 


69 


The priest is filled with righteous fury as he charges into battle against 
you. To your altered Vampire sight it is as if the priest and his follow- 
ers are surrounded by a lambent golden glow, one that makes you 
recoil in revulsion. 

Clearly the Sigmarite’s deity has answered his prayers: the Warrior 
Priest's faith shields them all, helping to keep them from harm. 


Frenzied Mob 


Weapon: 
Hand Weapons ‘a xl 


Initiative: Frenzied Mob 
Saves: Shield of Faith (5) 


Warrior Priest 


Weapon: 
Warhammer * x1.5 


Initiative: Warrior Priest 
Saves: Shield of Faith (5) 


If you defeat the priest and his followers, in spite of them 
being protected by their faith in the Heldenhammer, 
turn to 37. 


If your enemies overwhelm you, 
turn to 314, 


708 


The Ghoul dead, you proceed on your way through this forgotten 
Garden of Morr, watchful for other hidden threats. 

Ahead of you, the Corpse Cart comes to a shaky halt before the 
stone doors of a mausoleum. The withered thing that has been guid- 
ing the cart clambers down from the ghoulish wagon and, at his 
behest, several of the Zombies start unloading the night's collected 
corpses. 


If you want to attack the Corpsemaster while he’s 
distracted, turn to 155. 


If you would rather remain at a distance to see what 
happens next, turn to 4. 


71 


The warrior’s gaze becomes clouded and his eyelids start to droop. 
Suddenly realising what is happening, he shakes his head sharply 
in an attempt to rid himself of your maleficent influence. And then, 
with a shout, he comes at you with his warhammer raised above his 


head. 


Knight of the White Wolf 


Weapon: 
Warhammer = *1.5 


Initiative: Knight of the White Wolf 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 
If you defeat the Ulrican, turn to 111. 


If your enemy overwhelms you, 
turn to 314. 


72 


Weakened by the fight yourself, you are unable to bring the mindless 
monster under your control. 

Giving voice to another sanity-shredding scream, the Terrorgheist 
rises up on its rotten pinions and goes for you again. You have no 
choice but to finish your battle with the beast. 


If you slay the horror, turn to 114. 
If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


re 


‘What's this? You're not a mortal being?’ the Carnival Master shrieks 
as you fail to succumb to Nurgle’s corrupting magic. Then a cruel 
smile spreads across his face. ‘You may not sicken but you can still 
die!’ 

With knife in hand - its nocked blade encrusted with dried bile and 
other bodily secretions — the plague cultist attacks. 


Carnival Master 


Weapon: 
Bile Knife * xl 


Initiative: Carnival Master 
Saves: None 


If you kill the Carnival Master, turn to 264. 


If the cultist bests you, turn to 314. 


74 


The Zombie is truly dead at last, now no more than decomposing 
lumps of grey-green meat scattered about the square. The frame of 
wood and metal around which it had been built lies where it has 
fallen against the side of the well. 

You may have discovered what it is that has been haunting the vil- 
lage of Gholemia, but you still have no idea why. You suspect the 
answer to that question will aid you in finding one of the dark treas- 
ures you have been tasked with recovering. 

Lashing the reins, you set off in pursuit of the Black Coach. 


Turn to 94. 


75 


‘No,’ you state coldly. ‘I recovered them, therefore they are mine, to 
do with as I see fit.’ 

‘They are yours?’ Sangreal snarls. ‘Would you dare challenge my 
will?’ 

‘I would challenge you to a duel,’ you say, ‘to the death. The victor 
claims the treasures, and the entitlement they bring, as the spoils of 
war.’ 

‘So be it,’ the kastellan growls, acknowledging the honour code 
you have called upon. ‘But it is a challenge you shall not live to 


Tegret!’ 
If you have the word SaNctus written on your Adventure 
Sheet, turn immediately to 115. 
If not, turn to 276. 


76 


The shard feels hot in the presence of the Necrarch’s magic. As you 
fight to resist the sorcerer’s influence, you take the piece of mirror in 
your hand and raise it before your face, breaking the link between the 
Sorcerer's gaze and your own eyes. 

Hass gives a pained cry as his malign power is turned against him. 


4 Turn to 204, 


77 


You hold out a hand as the beast pads towards you, quiet again now. 
The rotted lump of meat that was once the creature’s tongue emerges 
from between its fleshless jaws and licks your hand affectionately, as 
a dog might greet its master. 


Write the word DamNatus in the Allies box on your Adventure 
Sheet. 


The Doom Wolf is no threat to you now. However, there is nothing 
for you within its lair either, and so you retrace your steps to the origi- 
nal split in the earth-cut passageway. 


Turn to 117. 


78 


Taking the proffered glass, you drink deep of the steaming blood. As 
soon as you have swallowed the contents of the goblet, you know that 
you've made a terrible mistake. 

In the very next moment your stomach knots, your head starts to 
spin and you lose all sense of balance. As you tumble to the floor, 
unconsciousness taking hold of you, you see the woman’s sinisterly 
smiling face filling your vision. 

The goblet was indeed filled with blood, but the blood of a Daemon. 


Lose 2 Taint points as a result of drinking the blood of a Daemon, 
and for the duration of the next battle (and the next battle only) 
you must reduce your Attacks by 1. 


When consciousness returns you find yourself bound to a stone altar 
in the shadow of a hideous statue. Despite being an amalgam of a 
whole host of animals - everything from insects and reptiles to scor- 
pions and deer, as well as having the physical attributes of both a man 
and a woman - the idol is for some reason strangely alluring. 

You are in some kind of blasphemous shrine, the air of the chamber 
thick with sparkling incense smoke, drapes of purple velvet and pink 
silk adorning the twisting pillars that hold up the domed roof. 

Gathered before the altar are the castle’s guests, who have exchanged 
their fine gowns and frock coats for mauve silken cloaks. 

It is not only Vampires and their kin for whom Hexensnacht is an 


important occasion. These cultists are not the aristocracy of the night, 
but decadent human devotees of the Dark Prince of Pleasure and Pas- 
sion. With the Chaos moon in the ascendant they are conducting a 
licentious rite, in the hope of summoning one of their Dark God’s 
Daemon children to usher in a new age of hedonistic ecstasy. 

‘Slaanesh! Slaanesh! Slaanesh!’ the cultists chant, their invoca- 
tion becoming faster and louder with every declaration. ‘Slaanesh! 
Slaanesh! Slaanesh!' 

The heady smoke thickens and envelops the blasphemous statue. 
Unable to tear your eyes away, you watch as, with a sound of grat- 
ing marble, the statue twitches, then stretches, and finally steps down 
from its plinth behind the altar. 

‘SLAANESH!' the cultists scream as one, and then fall silent. 

‘Oh great Slayer, oh base Feaster of Pain!’ cries a woman standing 
before the altar, gazing upon the statue-come-to-life with lustful ado- 
ration. ‘Despoiler of the Flesh, share your secrets with us!’ 

You stifle a gasp of shock as you realise that the woman addressing 
the Daemon-thing is the same woman you met at the castle gate. 

‘But first,’ the priestess cries, ‘accept your sacrifice!’ 

All eyes turn on you. 

Straining at your bonds, you snap the ropes securing you to the altar 
and roll free as, uttering an incoherent screech, the unholy horror 
reaches for you with a crab-like claw. 


If you are a Blood Dragon Vampire, turn to 273. 


If you are not a Blood Dragon Vampire, but want to face 
the Daemon in single combat, turn to 273. 


If you are not a Blood Dragon Vampire and want to flee 
before the Daemon’s advance, turn to 398. 


ae 


As far as you can see, there are two ways of gaining entry to the well- 
defended chapter house. You could either use your Lahmian wiles 
to charm your way in, past the young men guarding the gate, or you 
Could launch a direct attack on the main gate. 


To charm your way in, turn to 99. 


To launch a pre-emptive strike against the guards on the 
gate, turn to 300. 


80 


Baring your blade you run at the Knight of the White Wolf, intent on 
spilling the warrior’s blood before he can do the same to you. 


Knight of the White Wolf 


Weapon: 
Warhammer * x15 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 


If you defeat the Knight of the White Wolf in single 
combat, turn to 111. 


If you are vanquished by your foe, turn to 314. 
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‘You have done well, Kurt,’ Viktor says, the same predatory gleam in 
his eye and his words underlined by a guttural growl. ‘You will be 
amply rewarded once | am the undisputed ruler of all Sylvania.’ 

Viktor turns his head towards the valley, sniffing the air. 

‘But before I can claim what is our bloodline’s, our mettle is to be tested 
by battle. There are others who would see us robbed of our birthright.’ 

He turns to address the Vampire thralls, Grave Guard and Zombies 
gathered below you at the head of the valley. 

‘To battle!’ 

In the conflict to come you may call upon the creatures of the night 
to aid you in your struggle against the other upstart Vampire lords of 
Sylvania, but only once, and on those occasions when you are told 
you may do so. 


To keep a track of whether you have used this ability or not, write 
the word Noctus in the Allies Box on your Adventure Sheet. 


Now turn to 59. 
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1 am the Lady Estella,’ you say, fixing the red-hot coals of the Wight 
King’s eyes with your own lascivious stare, ‘and I am a descendant of 
distant Lahmia. I serve Mother Hekate of the Red Abbey, the Vampire 
queen, and | shall not be challenged by anything so weak and inef- 
fectual as a king.’ 


Turn to 278. 
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In the wake of your initial visit to the chapter house, the Witch Hunt- 
- ers are ready and waiting for you. As you spur Angstraum towards the 
fortified structure, the gates groan open and a host of Templars pours 
forth. 

You are soon surrounded, as what must be every Sigmarite present 
within the chapter house this night rushes out to meet you, each one 
of them intent on sending you to your grave once and for all. 

Heavily outnumbered, your fate is already sealed. The Sigmarites 
bring you down, along with your Nightmare steed, by sheer weight of 
numbers. You are quickly disarmed and pinned to the ground, men 
Kneeling on your arms and legs to keep you from squirming free. 

You spit and curse and make all manner of unholy threats but in 
the end there is nothing you can do, the Witch Hunters brandishing 
various holy totems that glow with ethereal light and burn your skin 
at their touch. Eventually one man -~ a grizzled veteran with an eye- 
Patch and a luxurious grey beard - approaches you, a heavy mallet in 
One hand which he uses to smash a stake of whitethorn wood into 
your chest. 

You die with a scream on your withering lips and a rictus of agony 
etched onto your rapidly decaying features. Soon all that is left of you 
is a pile of dust and a few cracked bones. 


Your adventure is at an end. 


Z 
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Shedding the last vestiges of its humanity, snarling like the feral 
monster it truly has become, the Strigoi launches itself at you, claws 
flashing, elongated fangs bared. The monster clearly intends to pun- 
ish you for your hubris in entering its lair unbidden. 


The King in Crimson 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Regeneration (5) 


If you manage to slay the Ghoul King, turn to 184. 


If you are vanquished by your foe, turn to 314. 
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And then a peculiar sensation comes over you, a sudden epiphany, 
but not of your making. As you gaze into the bestial features of the 
monster before you, you truly understand at last what you are and 
how decadent and debauched your kind have become, everything 
a Vampire does being driven by the most basic, animal needs and 
instincts. 

However much your kind might profess to be civilised, and struggle 
to maintain the trappings of the aristocracy, the truth is that you are 
the lowest of the low, so devolved that you are forced to suckle on the 
blood of mere mortals. You, and the Undead hosts that follow you, 
are a blight upon the lands of men. 

You and all your kind should be put to the torch, the rank fields of 
Sylvania sown with salt, the Ghoul-haunted forests burned, and the 
castles of the Vampire counts razed to the ground, to the very last 
brick and stone. 


But where has this revelation come from? These are not your 
thoughts, your beliefs. 

And then you hear the words spoken by the guileless Priestess of 
Shallya again inside your head. 

‘May Shallya show you mercy, may her tears bring healing.’ 

You were doomed - or should that be saved? - from the moment you 
drank of her blood. Her sacrifice and her purity have cast their own kind 
of spell over you, remaking you as an instrument of the gods. 

And then your every nerve ending feels as if it is on fire as the quick- 
ening comes upon you. 


For the duration of the battle to come, increase your Attacks, 
Toughness and Strength by 1 point each. 


- Unable to contain the holy fire now rippling through your veins, you 
launch yourself at the monster that once called itself Viktor Blutsauger. 


Viktor von Carstein 


Weapon: 
Claws * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Regeneration (5) 
If you manage to slay the enraged beast Viktor von 
Carstein has become, turn to 200. 


If the creature vanquishes you, turn to 314. 
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You head west, making as good progress during the day as you would 
by night thanks to the unnaturally overcast sky. Vlad von Carstein, the 
Wolf of Sylvania, might be dead, but his macabre influence is still felt 
strongly in the land and in the elements. 

At last you come in sight of the border with the province of Stirland. 
And there, on the horizon, is a new landmark in the making. Atop a 
crag overlooking the road west is a castle that is still in the process of 
being constructed. And yet it is already evident what an astonishing 
piece of engineering and architectural design the fortress is. Its sharply 
angled walls look like they would be proof against the unkind atten- 
tions of rocks and cannonballs, while a vast moat is being dug from 
the unforgiving soil around it. 

You have heard the stories about the reason for the castle’s construc- 
tion. Following the defeat of Vlad von Carstein at the Siege of Altdorf, 
the count of Stirland ordered a fortress to be built to keep an unsleep- 
ing watch over the cursed county, and deathless populace, of Sylvania. 
It is not yet finished but Fort Oberstyre is still a formidable presence 
against the skyline. 

The route you are taking west brings you within range of the cannon 
that have been set up upon earth redoubts to protect the builders as 
they work tirelessly to raise the count's castle from the Stirland mud. 
They really are taking no chances. 

If one of those gunnery crews catches sight of you, will they recog- 
nise you for what you are and launch a pre-emptive attack? 

As you near the construction site, you see that one of the cannons 
lining the redoubts has been modified, the tip of a sharpened tree 
trunk protruding from the end of its broad barrel. The attentions of 
the crew manning this strange weapon have their eyes on the skies, a 
bespectacled and grey-haired man lining up on something with the 
sighting device in one hand. In the other he is holding a long rifle 
articulated with all manner of brass-framed magnifying lenses. 

A split second later - no doubt hearing the pounding of your Night- 
mare’s hooves upon the compacted surface of the road - one of the 
team turns your way and, catching sight of you, gives a shout of warn- 
ing to his fellows. 


If you are a Blood Knight of the Ordo Draconis, 
turn to 148. 


If not, turn to 10. 
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Reaching the bottom of the staircase, you enter the gloom of a high- 
ceilinged chamber as wide as the tower. Opposite you, on the far side 
of the chamber, is the gated entrance you chose to ignore. A grille in 
the middle of the floor has been forced open, and pacing the room 
between you and the barred gates is a monstrous creature like nothing 
you have ever seen before, even in all your long years of unlife. 

The creature has the head ofa manticore fused to the body of a basil- 
isk, while immense tusks sprout from its malformed jaw and a pair of 
wings - one feathered like an eagle's and one a leathery pinion like that 
of a giant bat — sprout from its shoulder blades, flapping in agitation. 
In places, its scabrous hide is torn, or missing altogether, revealing great 
swathes of exposed black muscle and knots of sutured blood vessels. 

' Twelve feet tall at the shoulder, the abomination is one of a kind, a 
creation of the insane lord who holds dominion within the Sundered 
Tower, which owes more to the practice of some unholy science than 
the sorcery of the dead for its unnatural rebirth. In place of claws, the 
monster's brutal physiognomy has been enhanced by the addition of 
jagged sword-blades fused directly to the bones of its forelimbs. 

Something has roused this beast, assembled from the body parts of 
half a dozen monstrous creatures. Is it the waxing power of Morrslieb, 
or the power that holds dominion within this place? 

A serpentine tail lashes out from behind it, blocking your exit. 

Whatever the truth of the matter, if you are to get out of here alive, 
you are going to have to slay this Abyssal Terror! 


Abyssal Terror 


Weapon: 
Sword-Claws % xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you slay the Terror, turn to 42. 
If you are vanquished by the beast, turn to 314. 
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At the edge of the ancient stone circle the temperature drops notice- 
ably. Passing between a pair of looming megaliths, it is as if you 
have entered some nightmarish otherworld on the borders of Morr’s 
kingdom. 

It is even colder within the circle, and if you were still a mortal being 
you would be shivering in your boots by now, your breath frosting 
on the air. But you are not a mortal being, and yet a shudder of fear - 
no, not fear... uncertainty - passes through you as a spectral presence 
forms from the freezing mists. The ghost of a long-handled scythe is 
in its bony grasp, and its hissing skull, half-hidden by the hood of a 
ragged cloak, is more akin to that of a wolf than a man. 

‘Tressspassss!’ the Wraith hisses. ‘Tresssspasssss!" 

Although the apparition has no physical form to speak of, its venge- 
ful touch can still drain the energies from your body. The Wraith’s 
very presence fills the air with dread, a dread that might drive a lesser 
being mad with fear. Thankfully you are no mere mortal, and your 
weapon is imbued with the powers of Dark Magic and so as lethal to 
the spirit as it would be to any other opponent. 


Cairn Wraith 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Ethereal (4) 


If you manage to slay the Wraith, its incorporeal form 
dissipates on the cold breeze that keens between the 
standing stones; turn to 107. 


If you are defeated, turn to 314. 
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‘Then we are ill met by moonlight, proud Estella,’ the Vampire queen 
declares, pronouncing your name with an ophidian hiss. ‘How dare 
you come before me now, without that which you were commanded 
to recover?’ 

Her pallid handmaidens regard you with cruel smiles, whispering 
among themselves. 

‘You would make a fool of your mistress, would you?’ the queen 
screams, her enchanted glamour slipping, the monster beneath show- 
ing its true face at last. 

You try to protest, to beg forgiveness, but it is too late. Hekate is 
not one to forgive and forget. Opening her jaws impossibly wide, she 
strikes. 

One bite is all it takes. A moment later your headless corpse slumps 
from the saddle of your mount to land in the cool, wet grass at the 
Nightmare’s feet. 


Your adventure, along with your unnatural existence, has 
come to a sudden and brutal end. 
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As you proceed along the tunnel, rhythmic clunking sounds and the 
hiss of pistons reach your ears. You hear the metallic ringing of ham- 
mers and a shrill squeak that tells you exactly what to expect when 
you enter the cavern the tunnel finally opens into. 

The cave is vast, the dome of its roof soaring away above you while 
a fast-flowing stream passes right through its heart, emerging from a 
dark opening on one side and disappearing into another water-cut 
tunnel on the other. 

On the far side of the chamber, two further tunnels lead off into 
darkness, while a rickety bridge spans the river in the middle of the 
cave, However, you take all this in with a cursory glance because the 
thing that has grabbed your attention is the clunking machine on the 
far side of the chamber. 

Supported by a network of rickety scaffolding, it looks like a large 
conveyor, driven by several rat-powered treadmills. The rattling belt of 
the conveyor drags a series of leather buckets through the river current, 
carrying them the length of the contraption to dump their sloshing 
contents in a hopper at the top. From here the river water pours down 
through a series of pipes and what appear to be filters before being 
pumped back into the river via a leather hose. 

Working around the base of the machine, and making adjustments to 
the continually jiggling mechanism, are a number of scrawny ratmen, 
labouring under the direction of a taller, bizarrely dressed Skaven. It 
is wearing some manner of interlocking armoured plates, much of its 
head hidden by a verdigrised copper mask. In its paws it clasps what 
appears to be a staff, a throbbing crystal of refined black-green warp- 
stone mounted at its tip. This staff is connected via a twisting hose to 
a crackling device strapped to the Skaven’s back. 

The engineer suddenly squeaks something furiously at one of the 
slaves and then, pointing the strange staff at the animal, unleashes a 
bolt of black lightning from its tip which sends the slave leaping into 
the air, shrieking in pain, and scorching its mangy fur. 

The ever-wary slaves are forever shooting glances about them 
~ probably in fear of what their master might do to them with its 
lightning-staff — and so it is only a matter of time before one of them 
spots you and raises the alarm. 

At a shrieked command from the Warlock Engineer, the Skaven- 
slaves scamper forwards to deal with you, more afraid of the one 
wielding the lightning-stick than they are of you, even if you are a 
Vampire. 


6 Skavenslaves 


Weapon: 
Knives - xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


Once you have dealt with the snivelling slaves, turn to 3. 


If you are defeated, turn to 314. 
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‘Brothers, the Dark Moon rises,’ Kastellan Sangreal declares, his 
cracked voice echoing from the walls of the audience chamber, ‘and 
the night of Winter's Eve — Hexensnacht as it is named in the Imperial 
tongue - approaches.’ 

The gathered Blood Knights remain silent, resplendent in their 
armour of ages past. The kastellan’s declaration is not yet done. 

Nota breath of wind stirs the faded banners that bedeck the walls of 
the shadowed hall, each one a trophy - the former coats-of-arms of all 
those who have joined the order over the centuries, forsaking all other 
fealties to swear allegiance to the Brotherhood of the Blood Dragons. 

‘The ancient manuscripts held within the library of this very strong- 
hold have been consulted and the constellations studied, and there 
can be no doubt. The time of the dark prophecy is almost upon us.’ 

A susurrus of expectation ripples throughout the ranks of gathered 
warriors. 

You know of the prophecy, as does every other cursed Vampire 
knight of Mordgier Keep. 


The sword, the ring, the cup of blood, 
Three dark treasures all, 

On Winter's Eve, ill-omened night, 

All evil heeds their call. 

From tomb-crypts dank and grave-pits deep 
Night's masters’ minions crawl, 

To serve the one who holds all three 

And takes Drak’s lands in thrall. 


Originally written by a mad seer in his own blood on the flayed skin 
of his cannibalised victims, the dark prophecy tells of the time when 
a new master shall arise to claim dominion of the cursed county of 
Sylvania. 

‘Sylvania lies in turmoil. Vlad von Carstein is dead and his heirs 
fight among themselves as to who should rule in his stead,’ Sangreal 
goes on. ‘Now is the dawning of the age of the Blood Dragon, when 
all shall recognise us as the greatest of Vampire-kind, we who have 
mastered the Thirst. For the honour of the order!’ 

‘For the Blood Dragon!’ you and the other knights reply, the battle- 
cry echoing into the vaulted darkness of the great hall. 

‘Brothers, we must prepare,’ the kastellan declares. ‘Prepare for war 
and prepare to take our rightful places as rulers of that fell land. But 


first, one of you must pave the way, by riding ahead to cursed Sylva- 
nia, and there seek out the three relics spoken of in the prophecy: the 
sword, the ring and the cup.’ 

At Lord Sangreal’s words you feel hope swell within you, and if your 
heart was not a withered thing inside your chest, it would be beating 
a tattoo of excitement. 

Steeling yourself, you take a step forwards from among the serried 
ranks of knights lining the hall, and open your mouth to speak. 

‘L will go,’ comes a strident voice from the other side of the chamber, 
even as you make plain your own desire to set out upon this most vital 
quest. 

You lock eyes with the blood-red-armoured figure on the other side of 
the hall, seeing the same anger boiling in his eyes as now seethes within 
your veins. You recognise the other as Sir Gilles, the Butcher of Eschen. 

‘Two aspirants!’ Kastellan Sangreal announces. ‘Sir Gilles and Sir 
Modred. And yet this honour can only be bestowed upon one of you.’ 

‘Then we shall fight for that honour,’ you declare boldly. 

‘So be it,’ agrees your lord and master. ‘An honour duel. To the sec- 
ond death.’ 

The ranked knights part and move to the edges of the great chamber, 
leaving you and Sir Gilles standing at its centre. Under the steely eye 
of Kastellan Sangreal, you unsheathe your sword while Gilles hefts his 
heavy axe, ready to slice your armour open and cleave your flesh from 
your bones. 

‘For the honour of the Blood Dragons,’ the kastellan says, his deathly 
voice booming from the cold stone walls of the chamber, ‘fight!’ 


Sir Gilles, the Butcher of Eschen 


Weapon: 
Battle-axe * x15 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Plate Armour (4) 


If you win, turn to 141. 
If you are defeated, turn to 314. 
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‘Hold, who goes there?’ the knight calls out as you approach. 

It is clear to you that the heavily armoured warrior is one of the 
Black Guard of Morr, and to convince him that you, and the undead 
steed you ride, are anything other than you truly are will be a chal- 
lenge indeed. 


If you are a Lahmian Vampire, turn to 62. 


If you are a Vampire of the von Carstein bloodline, 
turn to 339. 
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Recalling what happened when you opened the Dark Reliquary in the 
presence of the Necromancer-conjured apparition, you take out the 
bone casket and open it again. 

Unable to fight the pull of the evil artefact, there is nothing the Hex- 
wraith can do but scream in rage and frustration as its spirit - along 
with the spirit of its ethereal steed — is sucked inside the box, the lid 
slamming shut again once it is trapped inside. 

All that is left of the vengeful Wraith is the echo of its impotent 
screams that linger a moment upon the cold night air. 


Turn to 123. 
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Kicking your heels into Angstraum’s sides, you spur the Nightmare 
forwards after the grim carriage. Leaving the walled village by the 
open north gate, you see the light trails left by the carriage’s swinging 
lanterns in the darkness. 

But the driver of the coach clearly knows he is being followed and 
lashes his own skeletal Nightmare steeds to go faster, the team setting 
a cracking pace. But you have faith in your own steed; surely Ang- 
straum can take those hauling the Black Coach through the night. And 
sure enough, Angstraum steadily begins to close on the carriage. 

The bumpy, rutted track the Black Coach is following enters the 
knotted forest of the Gallow Eaves, where, over the years, countless 
suicides have taken their own lives and many a wrong-doer has been 


strung up with a noose of hemp about his neck. These woods are a 
cursed place, but what have you - a Vampire - to fear of curses? 

Ahead of you, the lanterns at the front of the carriage flare with an 
eerie green light and its skeletal pulling team pick up the pace, their 
hooves kicking clods of earth from the road, so furious is their pound- 
ing charge. The coach begins to pull away from you again. 

Angstraum never tires and yet even this pursuit is testing his mettle. 

It is then that you catch sight of a narrow trail that diverges from 
the main trackway into the forest, leading to higher ground, while the 
road twists and turns through the hollows between the knotty root 
boles of ancient oaks. 


To keep chasing the coach along the road, turn to 124. 


To veer off the road along the narrower track in the hope 
that it will enable you to overtake the carriage, 
turn to 357. 
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The necromantic soul of the sword is trying to master you, but 
instead, by exerting your own formidable will, you become the mas- 
ter of Wyrmfang, rather than Wyrmfang becoming the master of you. 

The sword still in your hand, you approach the panting beast that is 
the Ghoul King. 

‘Lam done here,’ you explain. ‘The Thirsting Sword has a new master 
now.” 

‘You may be done,’ the Strigoi snarls, ‘but the King in Crimson is 
still hungry. There is much good meat here. It must not go to waste.’ 

‘Then enjoy the spoils of victory,’ you say, giving the looming 
Vampire-thing a respectful bow, ‘and I thank the King for his aid.’ 

The Strigoi regards you hungrily for a moment and then turns back 
to join the slaughter in which its minions are revelling. 

Leaving the monster to its massacre, you calmly walk out of the dev- 
astated chapter house, the vampiric sword in hand. 


Write the word Puacus in the Allies box 
on your Adventure Sheet. 


Turn to 375. 


96 


‘In Sigmar’s name, kill this unliving leech-thing!’ the Prophet of 
Doom screams. 

Shouting holy verses and Sigmar-inspired battle-cries, the Flagellant 
band quickly surrounds you, ready to take you down and end your 
blood-sucking excuse for an unlife. 


6 Flagellants 


Initiative: Flagellants 
Saves: None 


If you defeat these crazed holy men, turn to 166. 
If you are bested, turn to 314. 
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With a savage snarl the thing leaps at you, but you are ready for it. 


Doom Wolf 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you win, you realise that there is nothing for you within 
the wolf's lair and you retrace your steps to the split in 
the earth-cut passageway; turn to 117. 


If you die, turn to 314. 
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Many Vampires, particularly those of your bloodline - the de facto 
rulers of Sylvania for two and a half centuries or more - consider Fell 
Bats with affection, as a Bretonnian lord would his prized hunting 
falcons. But do you have a particular affinity for bats yourself? 


If you are Chosen of the Bat, turn to 68. 
If you are Chosen of the Wolf, turn to 118. 
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You dismount, leaving Angstraum in the shadows beyond the halo of 
light cast by the flickering torches. Pulling your travelling cloak tight 
about you, you approach the guards. 

They imniediately tense in suspicion upon seeing you, their hands 
going for the hilts of their still-sheathed swords. 

‘Please, kind sirs,’ you gasp, stumbling forwards as if exhausted after 
days of travel. ‘Oh, I'm so glad | found this place in time. The mon- 
sters... They're...’ 

‘What monsters?’ one of the guards pipes up, half-drawing his oiled 
blade from its leather scabbard. 

‘Terrible things. Like bats but...’ 

‘Quick, get inside,’ the gullible guard says, unlatching a small door 
in the gate and ushering you inside as his companion looks to the 
skies, expecting an attack at any moment. 

You have done it! Thanks to your seductive skills you have tricked 
your way inside the chapter house. You may be decades old, but you 
have the appearance of the twenty-year-old you were when Mother 
Hekate granted you the gift of vampirism. 

The instant you cross the threshold — or rather, attempt to cross the 
threshold - you feel holy fire searing through you. You are thrown 
physically backwards to land in the dirt in front of the guards again. 

The chapter house is warded against entry by undead creatures such 
as yourself. 


Lose 2 Wounds and 1 Taint point due to being burned by the 
power bound within the holy wards. 


Both of the guards have their swords drawn now and, the illusion 
shattered, they advance upon you with anger in their eyes. 


Turn to 300. 
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With all due reverence, and no small pang of regret, you hand the 
sword Wyrmfang, the Blood Chalice of Bathori and Vanhal’s Ring to 
your blood-sire. 

As Mortslieb begins to sink in the sky once more, the Vampire is 
bathed in its eerie luminescence, the treasures held in his marble- 
white fingers glowing with malignant power. 

With such dread artefacts lending your cause their unholy power, 
surely nothing can stand in the way of your bloodline seizing power 
within Sylvania now and claiming its unholy birthright. 


Your adventure is at an end. 
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The Necromancer is not done with you yet. He intones another 
invocation to the spirits of the dead, an ethereal mist rising from the 
cracks in the stone-flagged floor that assumes the form of a nightmar- 
ish hooded creature wielding a phantom scythe. 

The Wraith screams in despair. It has been driven mad by the long 
years trapped in limbo, bound to this sepulchral place, and comes for 
you now, bony talons outstretched. 


If you are carrying a Dark Reliquary, turn to the 
paragraph which is the same number as the number of 
bones contained within it. 


If you do not have this particular item, turn to 61. 
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The Ghoul King has shown you nothing but contempt, ignoring you 
while you fought. But now that you have vanquished its minions, you 
have earned its ire. 

The monster barks something in the guttural, inhuman language of 
the Ghouls and at its behest something malformed and monstrous — 
even by the standards of the Ghoul King’s court — emerges from the 
entrance to an ante-chamber. 

The horror is a demonstration of just how low the Strigoi bloodline 
has sunk, the very act of the abomination’s creation something reviled 
by the elite of Sylvania’s vampiric society. For to turn a Ghoul into a 
monstrous Crypt Horror, the Crimson King would have had to open 
its veins to the inbred brute and allow it to gulp down its energising 
blood — a practice akin to a foul bastardisation of the Dark Kiss. 

More than twice the size of one of its crookbacked kin, the horror 
is a looming, sinister presence. Its eyes burn red with bloodlust and 
feral hunger, and its body is swollen with slabs of muscle, grown mas- 
sive on a diet of the Ghoul King’s blood and its own weaker kin. Bony 
protrusions burst from the creature’s spine - some mounted with the 
skulls of previous victims - while other splintered bones have been 
thrust through the flesh of its arms as if they were macabre trophies. 

The horror's freakish metabolism will soon cause its unnatural flesh 
to consume itself, unless it can satisfy its hunger and slake its thirst for 
vampiric blood by devouring you first! 


If you want to meet the Strigoi’s champion in battle, turn 
to 202. 


If you would now rather choose to show the King in 
Crimson due deference, turn to 302. 
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Staring into the obsidian spheres of the monster's eyes you peer 
through them and see something there, inside the beast: the glimmer 
of primal sentience. It is only very slight, but it is enough. Enough for 
you to place the impression of torrential rain, rivers breaking their 
banks and floodwater pouring into plunging sinkholes, within what 
passes for the Arachnarok’s mind. But it is enough. 

With a horrible shrieking sound the gigantic spider turns tail and 
flees into the forest, taking the startled, jabbering Goblins with it. 

With the threat posed by the monster eliminated, you continue on 
your way. 


Turn to 109. 
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The fog thickens, the quality of the mist becoming more and more 
ethereal, until you could almost believe you are entering the other- 
worldly realm of Morr, god of death, himself. 

A chill wind moans across the rugged, mist-shrouded hills, worrying 
at your clothes and hair. Only it is not the moaning of the wind you 
can hear but myriad wailing voices, all of them lamenting their fate. 

Ghostly faces emerge from the mist, assailing you, jealous of the 
freedom that undeath has given you, their howling rage filling your 
head. And nothing you can do will allow you to escape it. 


If your Taint score is less than 5, turn to 174. 
If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 5, turn to 214. 
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Ascending the tower, you come to a landing off which lies what can 
only be described as a bedchamber. The air of the chamber is thick 
with the smell of mildew, the drapes that cover its walls black with 
mould, scads of cobwebs clinging to the four-poster bed that stands 
in the middle of the room. 


To take a few moments to rest awhile here and search the 
bedchamber, turn to 158. 


To keep ascending the tower to the top, turn to 329. 
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As you pass along the avenue of sleeping sentinels, the cold draught 
disturbing the cobwebs clinging to their fleshless forms, these long- 
dead warriors stir at last and step down from their alcoves to stop you 
exiting the tomb. 

Long before the Necromancer claimed this place as his domain it 
was the resting place of another whose soul had been corrupted by 
the lure of Dark Magic. It is his remains that are contained within the 
casket and it is his Grave Guard who would prevent you from taking 
his bones from their final resting place. 

You have no choice but to fight one last battle before you can escape 
the tomb. 


4 Grave Guard 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Ancient Armour (5) 


If you do away with the loyal-in-death Grave Guard, turn to 156. 
If you are defeated, turn to 314. 


107 


A keen wailing sound, like the lamentation of a hundred funeral cor- 
teges, rises on the chill wind that blows about the Cairn Circle, and 
yet which nonetheless does little to stir the thickening mist. 

As the unholy moaning continues, rising in pitch and volume, rot- 
ted faces and ragged burial shrouds coalesce from the ethereal mist 
gathering about you. 

You are entirely surrounded by the souls of the damned, and as they 
paw at you with their chill, bony fingers, it feels as if they might drag 
your own damned soul from your body to join them in their cursed 
twilight existence. 


If you want to battle the spirit host to prevent this from 
happening, turn to 120. 


If you would rather take this opportunity to bind the 
spirit host to your will, turn to 223. 


108 


The priest is filled with righteous fury as he charges into battle against 
you, a servant of one of Night's Dark Masters. His eyes blaze with 
holy fire, while the iron head of his warhammer glows as if it has 
been heated in a blacksmith’s forge. 

Inspired by the Warrior Priest, the rabble’s blows will be just as 
powerful - and potentially as lethal - as those laid by the Sigmarite 
himself. 


Frenzied Mob 


Weapon: 
Hand Weapons . xl 


Initiative: Frenzied Mob 
Saves: None 


Warrior Priest 


Weapon: 
Warhammer * 15) 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Blessed Breastplate (5) 
Advanced Rules: The Warrior Priest re-rolls all failed To Wound rolls. 


If you defeat the priest and his followers, turn to 37. 
If you are overwelmed by the enemy, turn to 314. 


109 


And so you make your way south under a brooding, overcast sky. 
Beyond the rugged hills of the Broken Spine and the dank forests of 
the Spider Haunts, you come to the fringes of the fenlands that border 
the Aver Reach. 

The road that you are following - if this muddy track can be called 
a road at all - continues south until it branches, with one branch 
leading to the south-east and the other south-west. A rotten signpost 
indicates that south-east lies the village of Vassel. It gives no indica- 
tion as to what might lie in the other direction. 


If you want to head south-east, turn to 395. 


If you would rather head south-west, turn to 163. 


110 


But this is not a battle you will have to face alone. You stand shoulder 
to shoulder with Jurgen Schafspelz, Knight of the White Wolf and a 
handy man to have around in a skirmish. 


Conduct the following fight as normal, but you gain an extra 
attack against the Brood Horror each Combat Round. Also, you 
may reduce any damage the Brood Horror causes you by half, 
rounding fractions down. 


Brood Horror 


Weapon: 


Claws * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you win, turn to 18. 


If you are defeated, turn to 314. 


111 


As the warrior falls to your hungry blade you pounce on him, tearing 
open his throat with your fangs and gorging yourself on his still-warm 
blood. 

It is heady stuff, filling your mind with all manner of memories and 
secret knowledge. For the Knight of the White Wolf, one Jurgen Schaf- 
spelz, was one of the band of sworn Vampire hunters who planned to 
rid Sylvania of your kind. 


Regain 4 Wounds and make a note on your Adventure Sheet that 
you have killed another of the Seven. 


You let the Ulrican’s body drop to the ground at last, and give a 
feral roar to the sky as Morrslieb waxes full overhead. During the 
day the skies are overcast, but by night the clouds are gone and 
Morrslieb’s unholy luminescence bathes the landscape in its eerie 
light. 

With the Knight of the White Wolf dead, you have the increasing 
suspicion that the only way you are going to find out what is going on 
in Vassel is if you follow the Corpse Cart as it leaves the village. 


Turn to 320. 


112 


‘You would challenge my authority?’ the Wight exclaims in a voice 
as sharp as the winter wind. ‘Me, who once ruled these lands with 
an iron fist and harsh mercy! I am Zar Strica of the Fennones tribe, 
and you shall pay for your hubris. The price is your undeserved 
leech-life!’ 

With that, the Wight King spurs its skeletal steed forwards, ready to 
engage you in battle. You have no choice but to fight for the right to 
cross this ancient battlefield. 


Wight King 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Ancient Armour (5) 


If you reduce the Wight’s Wounds to 3 or fewer, turn 
immediately to 132. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


113 


Your quest to find yourself an ally to help break in to the Fool's Rest 
Chapter House has cost you much but has ultimately been a failure. 

What do you want to do now? The treasure you seek still lies locked 
within the Sigmarite stronghold. 


If you want to assault the chapter house by yourself, 
turn to 83. 


If you would rather quit this fool’s errand and set 
about finding another of the treasures spoken of in the 
prophecy instead, turn to 143. 


114 


‘Impressive,’ you say, dismounting and approaching the Master Engi- 
neer and his team on foot, focussing the crew’s attention on their 
marvellous Terrorgheist-killing machine. 

‘Why thank you,’ the man replies. ‘The Vanquisher has been some- 
thing of a labour of love.’ 

‘T can well believe it,’ you reply. ‘I'll warrant today was not the first 
time that monster's troubled you either,’ you go on, nodding towards 
the wrecked scaffolding and damaged wall. 

‘Unfortunately not. The thing was like a curse. It has harried the site 
for weeks now, taking workers as they attempted to raise the walls, 
until all progress had ceased on the castle’s construction.’ 

‘But no longer,’ you say, and in that moment your penetrating gaze 
meets the eyes of the Master Engineer. 


If you are of the Lahmian bloodline, turn to 169. 


If not, turn to 146. 


And then a peculiar sensation comes over you, a sudden epiphany, 
but not of your making. As you gaze into visored stare of your 
father-in-darkness you truly understand at last what you are and how 
decadent and debauched your kind have become, and how far from 
the chivalrous ideals of knighthood your order has fallen. 

However much your kind might profess to be civilised, and struggle 
to maintain the trappings of the aristocracy, the truth is that you are 
the lowest of the low, so devolved that you are forced to suckle on the 
blood of mere mortals. You, and the Undead hosts that follow you, 
are a blight upon the lands of men. 

You and all your kind should be put to the torch, the rank fields of 
Sylvania sown with salt, the Ghoul-haunted forests burned, and the 
castles of the Vampire counts razed to the ground, to the very last 
brick and stone. 

But where has this revelation come from? These are not your 
thoughts, your beliefs. 

And then you hear the words spoken by the guileless Priestess of 
Shallya again inside your head. 

‘May Shallya show you mercy, may her tears bring healing.’ 

You were doomed - or should that be saved? - from the moment you 
drank of her blood. Her sacrifice and her purity have cast their own kind 
of spell over you, remaking you as an instrument of the gods. 

And then your every nerve ending feels as if it is on fire as the quick- 
ening comes upon you. 


For the duration of the battle to come, increase your Attacks, 
Toughness and Strength by 1 point each. 


Unable to contain yourself, you launch yourself at the Blood Knight, 
determined to put an end to this charade once and for all. 


Kastellan Sangreal 


Weapon: 
Sword * xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Arcane Armour (4) 


If you win this duel to the death, turn to 200. 
If you are defeated, turn to 314. 


116 


With your triumphant victory the tide of battle turns. The armies of 
the two challengers are thrown into disarray and forced to retreat 
from the field of battle. You have secured this victory in the name of 
your blood-sire. 

You may have defeated the forces of the rival claimants to the dark throne 
of Drakenhof Castle and rulership of the realm of Sylvania, but there may 
yet be other forces ranged against you on this Night of Mysteries. 

How many of the monster hunters calling themselves the Seven 
have you encountered and put out of action, one way or another? 


If it is 3 or fewer, turn to 176. 


If you have defeated 4 of them, turn to 196. 
If you have defeated 5 or more, turn to 147. 


117 


You follow the tunnel as it leads you further and further round, until 

you are sure you must be on the other side of the barrow. The foetid 

air here is thick with the miasma of death and unclean things. 
Another junction appears, this one a branching passageway to the right. 


If you want to follow this new passageway, turn to 367. 
If you want to keep following the curving tunnel, turn to 137. 


The Fell Bats swoop down on you, their distended jaws open wide 
with fangs bared, the red glow of bestial insanity blazing in their eye- 
sockets. Each as long as a grown man is tall, the three blood-drinkers 
are lethal predators and a dire threat to even you. 


3 Fell Bats 


Weapon: 


Tooth and Claw * x0.5 
Initiative: Fell Bats 
Saves: None 


If you slay all of the nocturnal hunters, turn to 177. 


If you are vanquished, turn to 314. 


119 


Accompanied by the unearthly whinnying of ethereal steeds and the 
vicious cackling of the cruel-hearted harridans, an ornate palanquin 
of gilded bone descends from the night's sky. It is borne aloft on the 
shoulders of a host of departed spirits, the ghosts of those who lost 
their heart (in more ways than one) to the Vampire queen who sits 
upon the coven throne. Two of your Lahmian sisters peer into a seeth- 
ing bowl of virgins’ blood at the foot of the throne. It was the crimson 
visions conjured from this very bowl that set you upon your quest to 
recover the three dark treasures in the first place. 

As her coven throne descends, Queen Hekate leans forwards and 
the stilled blood in your veins thrills to be in her enchanting presence 
again. With her sharp cheekbones and full lips, and not a wrinkle or 
liver spot upon her skin, she appears as young as you do. But while 
her appearance might give the illusion of youth, the eyes set within 
that girlish face are still the same ancient eyes that have observed the 
rise and fall of civilisations down through the centuries. 

‘Sister Estella,’ Hekate says, her voice a languid purr. ‘How goes it? 
Have you found me my... trinkets? My pretty baubles?’ 


If you are in possession of the sword, the cup and the ring 
you were sent to find, you will have a number associated 
with each one; add these numbers together, double the 
total, and turn to the paragraph which is the 
same as the final result. 


If not, turn to 89. 


120 


Sylvania has a long history of misery and suffering, having endured 
hundreds of plagues, famines and bloody battles, and with a myriad 
warpstone meteorites buried beneath its polluted soil. All of this has 
become a focus for potent sorcerous energy, which in turn has kept 
the souls of the departed bound in purgatorial limbo, ensuring that 
none who die within the accursed county's borders can ever pass on 
into the afterlife. 

Incorporeal and impervious to mortal weapons, these swarms of 
angry ghosts haunt every village, wood and burial place within the 
region. Leeching energy from the living wherever they find it, they 
ensure the continuity of their own tortured existence. 

But, unaware of this, these mindless poltergeists, driven mad by 
their torment, swarm towards you even now, determined to take your 
life-force for themselves. 


Spirit Host 


Weapon: 
Ethereal Claws * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Ethereal (4) 


If you reduce the ghost swarm to zero Wounds, 
turn to 190. 


121 


The Necromancer’s dark spell strikes but its power is instantly drawn 
to the talisman you wear about your neck. The warpstone shard 
pulses with malignant energy, but rather than causing you harm, you 
feel invigorated by the unholy radiation it is giving off. 


Gain 2 Wounds. 


Now turn to 101. 


122 


The Black Knight falls at last, the latest in a long line of victims you 
have slaughtered on your ruthless rampage. But he was not just any 
opponent — he was one of the Seven who have sworn to rid Sylvania 
of your kind once and for all. 

Slaking your thirst with his potent blood you feel your physical form 
become reenergised. 


Regain 4 Wounds, and 1 to your Taint score, and make a note on 
your Adventure Sheet that you have defeated 
another of the Seven. 


Having escaped the judgement of Morr once again, you set off on the 
last leg of your journey towards the Vale of Darkness. 


Turn to 256. 


123 


A sanity-shredding howl cuts through the clamour of battle and the 
lesser Undead things of the gathered armies scatter as three loping 
figures appear from amid the massed ranks, clawing the churned soil 
of the battlefield at their feet. 

They might have been human once, but now their lean, furred, 
lupine forms loom twice as tall as a man, the shreds of their human 
hides hanging from them like ragged robes. Driven half-insane by the 
influence of the Chaos moon, these Skin Wolves go for you like a pack 
of angry hunting dogs. 


If you have the word Puacus written on your Adventure 
Sheet, turn immediately to 257. 


If you have the word Noctus written on your Adventure 
Sheet and wish to call on aid in this way, 
turn to 164. 


If you have the word Lupus written on your Adventure 
Sheet and wish to call on aid this way, 
turn to 187. 


If you have the word Munus written on your Adventure 
Sheet and wish to call on aid this way, 
turn to 237. 
If you have none of these words written on your 


Adventure Sheet, or would rather meet the Skin Wolves’ 
attack yourself, turn to 144. 


124 


As the coach swings around one bend after another, its driver cannot 
hope to maintain the carriage’s speed and the vehicle’s wheeling flight 
slows — but only slightly. 

Steadily you begin to close again with the object of your pursuit. 

It is only thanks to your preternatural senses that you have any 
warning of the ambush that awaits you in the branches that reach out 
over the road above you. 

Silent as death and blacker than a moonless night at midnight, the 
flock drops out of the trees on wide leathery wings. 


If you are a son of the House von Carstein, turn to 98. 


If not, turn to 118. 


125 


And then Wyrmfang’s will is your will, the sword’s desire your desire, 
its raging thirst your raging thirst. 

You have never known the Thirst take a hold of you so strongly, 
not since those first few months after your turning. Unable to help 
yourself, you throw yourself at the blood-soaked Ghoul King while 
whirling Wyrmfang about your head. 

With a bellow of rage, edged with a gleeful growl, the King in Crim- 
son prepares to meet your traitorous attack. 


The King in Crimson 


Weapon: 
Claws m x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Regeneration (5) 


If you slay the Ghoul King, turn to 165. 
If you are defeated, turn to 314. 


126 


Suddenly, there before you, is the capering fool who appeared at the 
end of the play. As the stunted midget gambols towards you, you 
realise that what you first took to be a skull mask is in fact the jester’s 
own decayed face, the nose and lips missing entirely. 

The Tainted One comes at you, gibbering like an idiot, a steady 
dribble of vomit, thick with wriggling maggots, dribbling from its 
mouth. 


Tainted One 


Dagger * xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you slay the Tainted One, turn to 295. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


127 


‘My dear Estella,’ Hekate gushes, taking you in her arms and embrac- 
ing you. ‘My dark angel, my chosen one. Thanks to you our foes 
have been routed, the treasures recovered, and the time that was 
foretold is at hand at last. Now, give me the sword, the cup and the 
chalice.’ 


If you have the word Sanctus written on your Adventure 
Sheet, or you do not want to hand over the three dark 
treasures, turn to 219. 


If you do not have the word Sanctus written on your 
Adventure Sheet, and you want to do as your queen bids, 
turn to 100. 


128 


Pushing your way to the edge of the square, you come to a sudden 
stop when you see the ring of misshapen actors blocking all routes 
out of the village. 

You see now that they wear no masks, that the warts and boils dis- 
figuring their faces are not the product of cunning make-up. Each of 
them is a walking contagion. 

The sing-song voice of the Carnival Master carries to you across the 
square. 


‘And so our play is done. 
And you had better run. 

For we will hear you gurgle, 
The name of Father Nurgle.’ 


As one, the plague-bearing players bear down upon you, armed with 
everything from nail-studded flails to hand-hatchets. 


If you draw your sword, ready to meet the diseased 
mutants in battle, turn to 354. 


If you want to exert your will against the villagers to force 
them to help you, turn to 383. 


129 


Bringing Angstraum to a halt still some way from the chapter house, 
out of sight of the guards on the gate, you consider the fortified Sig- 
marite stronghold as a hunting wolf would consider a grazing doe. 
If you are Chosen of the Bat, turn to 149, 
If you are Chosen of the Wolf, turn to 199. 


130 


The mob and the priest come at you together, the villagers bellowing 
incoherently while the priest beseeches his god to aid them in the 
coming battle. 


Roll one dice. 


If you roll 1-2, turn to 108. 
If you roll 3-4, turn to 69. 
If you roll 5-6, turn to 55. 


131 


‘Greetings, noble knight,’ you begin. 

‘Who are you?’ the White Wolf asks, his gauntleted hands gripped 
tightly about the haft of his warhammer. 

‘Here, step into the moonlight, and let me show you.’ 

Something about the tone of your voice compels the warrior to 
obey. He moves a step closer, and into a sliver of the Chaos moon's 
radiance. By Morrslieb’s light, your eyes are dark pools of oblivion. 


If your Taint score is less than 9, turn to 71. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 9, 
turn to 161. 


132 


‘Spare me!’ the dead king cries, dropping its mace and holding up its 
skeletal arms to protect itself. ‘You have bested me in battle. You have 
proved your prowess. Spare me.’ 


If you wish to spare the Wight King, 
turn to 231. 


If you would rather finish it while it cannot defend itself, 
turn to 211. 


133 


Dismounting, you leave Angstraum snorting and pawing the ground 
in impatience as you make your way inside the temple. 

The place appears to be unwarded, although you do feel 
a strange tingling sensation as you pass through the doors into the 
building. But then surely the whole point of a lazar house is that it is 
open to all, and none will be turned away. 

You enter a large hall lined with beds, in which lie the sick 
and the dying. From the number of occupied beds and other patients 
hobbling about the place, it would appear that the land hereabouts is 
in the grip of some foul epidemic. 

‘Can | help you?’ a young woman wearing simple white robes 
asks, leaving the bedside of a plague victim to greet you. Her long 
blonde hair is tied in plaits which are bound beneath a white wimple. 
The apron she wears is stained with blood and other bodily fluids. 

Given your surroundings, you would imagine that this woman 
is a Priestess of Shallya, goddess of healing and mercy, and that very 
thought makes your undead flesh crawl. Could she be one of the 
Seven? 


If you want to hypnotise the priestess into telling you 
everything, turn to 64. 


If you want to simply attack this servant of the goddess of 
healing, turn to 134. 


oe, 


134 


Sword in hand, you run at the priestess. She does nothing, but meets 
your furious gaze with a calm look of her own. 

You hesitate for a moment, surprised by the young woman’s 
demeanour. And in that moment a band of lepers charge you, deter- 
mined to defend the priestess to the last if needs be. 

With nothing to lose, they think nothing of attacking you with 
whatever comes to hand, be it knives, their crutches, or even carved 
holy symbols. 


4 Lepers 


Initiative: Lepers 
Saves: None 


If you kill the priestess’s defenders, turn to 244. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


135 


There are plenty of hand- and food-holds in the stone-lined walls of 
the pit, but that does not make your descent in the squalid lair of the 
Terror any more pleasant. The bloody bones of the monster's victims 
- which include the skeletons of deer and humans, as well as the 
bones of Goblins and the remains of forest spiders - fill the bottom 
of the pit. 

But there, among the half-eaten corpses and half-buried in muck, 
you find what you're looking for. 

It looks like a fanged, blackened skull, but there are two things 
about it that make it stand out from the rest of the detritus. Firstly, it 
has been secured to a golden chain, and secondly, the number ‘333’ 
has been etched into the cranial bone. 


Add the Black Skull and the number 333 to your 
Adventure Sheet. 


With the skull now hanging about your neck, you climb out of the 
pit. Back in the high-ceilinged chamber you make your way to the 
spiral staircase and up into the tower. 


Turn to 105. 


136 


‘In Sigmar’s holy name, kill this servant of evil!’ the leader of the 
crazed warband screams. 

Shouting holy verses and divinely inspired war-cries, the penitent 
band surround you, flails at the ready, determined to take you down 
and end your blood-sucking excuse for an unlife. 


6 Flagellants 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you defeat the frenzied mob, turn to 166. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


137 


The tunnel eventually opens out into a cave-like space. It must have 
once been man-made, although its roof now sags and broken stones 
make it appear to be nothing more than a ruin. Neglected it may be, 
but abandoned it is not. 

Hunched over the partially eaten corpse of a horse - the remains of 
a torn harness still bound about its head — is a truly monstrous beast. 
Part bat and part wolf, grown huge on a gluttonous diet of red meat, 
the Varghulf is the beast that lies at the heart of every Vampire made 
incarnate, the slavering monster that every Vampire could become 
if they were to give themselves over to the unbridled hunger of the 
Thirst altogether. 

The vampiric monster is many times larger than you and many 
times more powerful, although whatever intelligence it might once 
have possessed has long since fled what is left of its brain. It is now 
a feral predator, its former personality drowned by the desire to do 
nothing but feed, unfettered by conscience, martial honour or any 
sense of aristocratic decorum. 

You can see no other way onwards through the Varghulfs charnel 
pit-lair, and the bloodthirsty animal does not appear to have noticed 
you yet — it is too busy wolfing down great lumps of horseflesh. 

Common sense says tells you that you have nothing to gain by 
staying here any longer and yet... If you could enslave the Var- 
ghulf to your superior will, the monster would make a powerful 
ally indeed. 


If you are a Blood Dragon, turn to 217. 


If not, and you wish to enslave the Varghulf, turn to 167. 


If you would rather leave the bat-wolf monster's chamber 
without further delay, turn to 287. 


138 


As far as you are concerned, there are two ways into the tower: up the 
steps and through the door, or through the gates at ground level. 


To try the door, turn to 33. 
To try the gates, turn to 17. 


139 


‘Such a shame,’ the count says, his aspect becoming more and more 
like that of a ravenous wolf. And then his voice is nothing but a rau- 
cous, lupine howl and with one almighty bound Viktor von Carstein 
springs at you, dragging you from the saddle. 

You try to fight back, but as the creatures of the night come at your 
master’s howled call, you soon find yourself overwhelmed. The flesh 
is rapidly stripped from your bones and every last drop of blood 
drained. 


Your adventure has come to a nasty end - 
especially for a Vampire. 


140 


The passageway soon opens out into a square chamber, its walls lined 
with dressed stone, just like what little of the crypt you have explored 
so far. It becomes clear that you are not alone when you hear the skit- 
tering of bony claws on the stone-flagged floor and a sharp chittering 
sound. 

Scampering across the chamber from an archway in an adjacent wall 
are three gigantic rats - only these are not flesh and blood creatures, 
but the skeletal remains of three gigantic rats, each one as big as a 
wolfhound. 

These bone-beasts retain the crude instincts they possessed in life, 
and strongest of these is the instinct to feed. As a result, you are forced 
to fight these monstrous undead vermin. 


3 Skeletal Giant Rats 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you do away with the skeletal vermin, turn to 192. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


141 


Your brother Blood Dragon, Sir Gilles, lies dead at your feet, never to 
rise again, his body hacked to pieces by your vengeful blade. 


Add 1 to your Taint score. 
You may take your fallen foe's Battle Axe and Plate Armour. 
Remember to add these to your adventure sheet. 


Lord Sangreal joins you, looking down at the Blood Knight's body 
and putting a gauntleted hand on your shoulder. 

‘He was judged unworthy,’ the kastellan says. ‘You have earned the 
right to undertake this quest yourself.’ 

Kastellan Sangreal leads you from the great hall as thralls remove the 
Blood Knight's rapidly decomposing corpse to be disposed of beyond 
the walls of the Keep. 

‘There is no time to delay, Modred,’ Sangreal tells you as you make 
your way towards the stables. ‘Winter's Eve is but three nights hence. 
The sword you seek is the thirsting blade Wyrmfang. This much we 
know.’ 

You have heard of this legendary weapon yourself, and tell your 
blood-sire as much. 

‘Indeed. It belonged to Baron Isdernus, a champion of our order. 
Isdernus fell and was slain during the Battle of Drakwald Bridge, one 
of the forgotten skirmishes that formed the lead-up to the outbreak of 
the upstart von Carstein’s war against the Empire. 

‘My spies tell me that after Isdernus’s death the weapon was seized 
by Templars of Sigmar and taken to their chapter house on the border 
between Sylvania and the province of Ostermark at a place named 
Fool's Rest. And well might it prove to be so for those unworthy lap- 
dog slaves of that barbarian ancestor-god.’ 

The kastellan gives a bark of laughter. It is a harsh sound, lacking all 
mirth. 

‘And what of the other treasures, the ring and the cup?’ you ask. 

Lord Sangreal regards you with eyes like polished obsidian orbs. 

‘| know nothing more than what the prophecy tells. You will have 
to seek those out for yourself. And when you have them, meet me on 
Hexensnacht within the Vale of Darkness.’ 

Awaiting you within the stables is your mighty steed Angstraum, a 
thing of Dark Magic like yourself, the revenant-form of a once-brave 
and noble creature. Angstraum was your destrier when you were still 
a knight of the Order of the Blazing Sun. And it was Angstraum who 


fought to protect you from Kastellan Sangreal himself when you met 
the Vampire knight on the road to Talabheim, that fateful night so 
many years ago. Your noble steed gave his life that you might have a 
second crack at the Blood Knight. 

Defeated by the kastellan at last, and having accepted the gift and 
the chance to regain your honour that he offered you, Angstraum was 
returned from the dead by means of necromantic magic - a Night- 
mare now, a mere horse no longer — that he might serve you in death 
as he had done in life. 

Taking your seat in the saddle, you ride the Nightmare out of the sta- 
ble and into the courtyard of Mordgier Keep. A gibbous moon hangs 
in a clear sky over the ancient mountain fortress. The ride from the 
Worlds Edge Mountains to Sylvania is long, but Angstraum will carry 
you there at the speed of night. 

‘Remember the oath you swore on becoming a Blood Dragon, 
Brother Modred,’ Sangreal says before you can kick your heels into the 
Nightmare’s flanks and be on your way. ‘Let your blade be your only 
truth, let death be your only answer, and let your quest be for naught 
but to become more than what you are.’ 

And with that - digging your spurs into the gutless carcass of your 
destrier’s ribs, you are off, galloping away into the night, through 
the secluded mountain passes, heading west for the cursed forests of 
Sylvania. 


Turn to 12. 


142 


Your opponent is skilled with the lance and manages to unhorse you, 
the tip of his weapon shattering against your breastplate and sending 
you flying backwards out of the saddle to land hard on your back. 


Lose 2 Wounds. 


Honour dictates that with one of the participants unhorsed, the battle 
must continue on foot. Dismounting from his own black steed, the 
knight swaps his lance for his sword and comes at you as you struggle 
to get to your feet. 


Sir Ekhardt of Morr 


Initiative: Sir Ekhardt of Morr 
Saves: Blessed Plate Armour (4) 


If you manage to defeat Sir Ekhardt in this trial by 
combat, turn to 122. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


143 


The dark prophecy speaks of three treasures that have to be recovered 
before Hexensnacht. By giving up the search for one of them you are 
unlikely to be able to complete your mission and will surely end up 
suffering the wrath of your blood-sire when the time comes. 


Lose 1 Taint point for failing to retrieve one of the dark treasures. 


Turn to 173. 


144 


Chunks of gristle and shredded skin clinging to their hulking frames - all 
that now remains of the human forms these monsters once bore - the 
Skin Wolves come at you, fangs gnashing and bloodied claws bared. 


3 Skin Wolves 


Initiative: Skin Wolves 
Saves: Regeneration (5) 


If you win, turn to 207. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


145 


Although you do your very best to avoid the Warlock’s warp-lightning 
attack, even you are not fast enough. The blast of dark energy hits you 
in the ribs and sends you flying across the chamber to land in a smok- 
ing heap ten yards away. 


Lose 5 Wounds but add 1 to your Taint score due to the 
corrupting nature of the warpstone’s unleashed energies. 


If you are still alive - or at least Undead, as opposed to 
just dead - turn to 215. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


146 


Just as your will is no longer your own,’ you add, with a sinister 
chuckle, your voice dropping an octave in the process. 


If your Taint score is less than 8, turn to 399. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 8, 
turn to 169. 


147 


Thanks to you - and you alone — the Seven’s attempts to bring the 
light of Sigmar to the dark land of Sylvania have failed. You have 
slaughtered or subjugated too many of its leaders, preventing what 
could have become a significant Sigmarite force - that might have 
actually threatened the heirs of Vlad von Carstein - from ever being 
formed in the first place. 


Gain 1 Taint point. 


Turn to 292. 


148 


It is clear that the weapon and its crew have been posted here with the 
sole intention of preventing another Undead uprising. Such a blatant 
challenge cannot go uncontested by a chevalier of the Blood Dragon 
order. 

With a cry of ‘For Abhorash and for the dragon!’ you set off up the 
slope towards the gunnery crew, determined to ride them down and 
destroy their weapon of mass destruction. 

However, the cannon is more manoeuvrable than you ever could 
have guessed. 

Ata series of sharp commands from the Master Engineer, the three- 
man crew turn the yawning mouth of the barrel and the point of the 
giant sharpened stake in your direction. You hear a cry of, ‘Stand back, 
sir!’ as someone sets a smouldering taper to the fuse in the cannon’s 
vent hole, and the crew all run for cover. 

You register the discharge of smoke a moment before you hear the 
boom of the cannon’s firing and then the gigantic stake is streaking 
towards you. 


If your Taint score is less than 7, turn to 238. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 7, 
turn to 328. 


149 


Some of those of the von Carstein bloodline have the ability to shape- 
shift. You are one such creature. 


If you want to use that ability to transform yourself into 
a giant bat-like creature and fly over the wall into the 
chapter house, turn to 179. 


If you want to summon a flock of bats to aid you in your 
assault on the Sigmarite stronghold, turn to 229. 


If you would rather use your mesmerising charms to 
worm your way inside, turn to 259. 


SHADOWS OVER SYLVANIA 


150 


Ignoring the coach as it departs through the north gate, you spur your 
steed along an alleyway towards where you think that last moaning 
how! originated. 

Entering a small square between a cluster of houses, a crumbling 
well at its centre, you come face to face with a monstrous, undead 
horror. To all intents and purposes it would appear to be a Zombie - 
a shambling corpse, resurrected by means of foul necromantic magic 
~ and yet it is quite clear that it is composed of the remains of more 
than one body. 

First there is the thing’s unnatural size - it is built like a moulder- 
ing Ogre. The slow-witted creature spies you and from its yawning 
mouth comes another sorrowful howl. Secondly, there is the fact that 
a once-human face has been stitched into its swollen right shoulder, 
a face which answers the howl with a mewling cry of its own, saliva 
dribbling from the corner of its slack mouth. 

The Zombie's arms stick out at right angles to its body, held rigidly 
in place by the plank of coffin wood that has been nailed across its 
back and shoulders, while its spine appears to be bound with rope to 
the spike of a rusted iron railing. 

Its two rotten faces howling and mewling in unison, the horror 
lurches towards you across the square, twisting at the hips as it tries to 
batter you with its outstretched arms. 


Uber-Zombie 


Weapon: 
Battering Fists * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you put an end to the Zombie, turn to 74. 


If you are vanquished, turn to 314. 


SHADOWS OVER SYLVANIA 


1514 


The bolt strikes and you suddenly find yourself at the heart of a 
whirling maelstrom of magic that howls in your ears with the voice a 
thousand thousand lost souls. You can feel the vigour being sapped 
from your very bones, the mask of humanity you wear sloughing off 
to reveal a death’s-head visage in place of your face. 


Lose 5 Wounds. 


If you survive the unkind attentions of the Wind of Death, 
turn to 101. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


152 


The Terrorgheist is no match for your mesmeric powers, and your 
more powerful mind soon has the beast cowering and fawning before 
you. 

Having such a living nightmare at your command could prove use- 
ful in the future, but for the time being you dismiss the giant undead 
bat-monster with a spear of thought, knowing that it will return when 
summoned. 


Write the word Uuutatus in the Allies box on 
your Adventure Sheet. 


It is time you were on your way. Leaving the workmen of Fort 
Oberstyre cowering in dread and fear behind the curtain walls of the 
partially constructed stronghold, you set off again westwards, crossing 
the border into Stirland. 


Turn to 171. 


SHADOWS OVER SYLVANIA 


153 


‘Help me!’ you shout, shaking the villagers by the shoulders in turn, 
trying to raise them from their trance-like stupors. ‘Help yourselves! 
Can you not sense it? There is foul magic at work here. Can you not 
smell the sickly-sweet perfume of putrefaction on the air? This is the 
work of the Lord of Decay, the Plague God Nurgle!’ 


If your Taint score is less than 6, turn to 383. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 6, 
turn to 51. 


154 


‘Sisters,’ says Mother Hekate, abbess of the Red Abbey, her tone at 
once both seductive and sinister, ‘the Night of Mysteries is almost 
upon us and fate has played its hand.’ 

The Vampire queen rises from her bone-carved throne and descends 
the dais to stand before the scrying pool. The stone bowl, full to the 
brim with the virgins’ blood, steams and seethes as the Vampiress 
begins to weave strands of Dark Magic about her. 

Taking care to step over the shrivelled husk of the dead maiden 
now lying on the floor of the audience chamber, at a sweep of her 
hand the blood begins to bubble, transient, ethereal images form- 
ing and reforming within the pall of crimson mist that hangs above 
It. 

‘Sisters, come closer,’ she beckons. 

You and the rest of the Coven of Eternal Blood do as you are bidden, 
gathering around the scrying bowl. 

‘The time is out of joint,’ Hekate declares, her eyes pools of inky 
blackness. ‘These are troubled times and the land is in turmoil. The 
Wolf of Carstein lies dead at the gates of Imperial Altdorf, as does his 
fiend-like queen.’ 

A murmur passes about the chamber. There was never any love lost 
between the Lahmian sisterhood and Isabella von Carstein, the Drak- 
enhof bitch. 

‘Long have we laid our schemes, formulating our plans for such a 
time as this. We have formed alliances and manipulated rulers, so 
that one day we might make our move and prepare the way for the 
Dark Queen, mother of us all, that she might visit her vengeance upon 
those who once drove us from the land of our sisterhood’s birth all 
those centuries ago. 

‘Now look. Watch, as I untangle the skeins of fate that we might 
scry the future and understand how the next stage of our plan is to be 
accomplished.’ 

You peer closer as the blood-mists shift and stir. 


Roll one dice. 


If the number rolled is 1-2, turn to 194. 
If the number rolled is 3-4, turn to 234. 
If the number rolled is 5-6, turn to 274. 


Wasting no time, you spur Angstraum forwards, the Nightmare clear- 
ing the tops of tumbled gravestones with every leaping stride, and 
then you are upon the Corpsemaster. 

Giving a wail of surprise, the Corpsemaster hastily summons his 
minions to him with a snap of his decayed fingers. You have no choice 
but to fight! 


4 Zombies 


Weapon: 


Claws se x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


Corpsemaster 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you kill the Corpsemaster and his Zombie minions, 
turn to 175. 


If you are overwhelmed by your foes, turn to 314. 


156 


And so at last you climb the steps to the still-open stone doors that 
lead out of the mausoleum and back into the abandoned graveyard. 
The Corpse Cart is gone, the power in this place broken. 

With Vanhal’s Ring in your possession, you must now decide where 
you need to travel next upon your quest. 


To head west, in search of another of the treasures, 
turn to 365. 


To head north, in search of another of the treasures, 
turn to 387. 


If you have already tried to find all three of the treasures 
spoken of in the dark prophecy, turn to 220. 


157 


Resisting your mistress’s seductive words, you say in a quiet voice, 
‘No.’ 

Hekate is clearly shocked. ‘No, Estella?’ 

‘No. I claimed them, therefore they are mine.’ 

‘Yours?’ the Vampire queen shrieks. ‘Yours?’ 

‘Mine.’ 

‘Then you are a daughter of mine no longer, proud Estella. We are 
nothing alike. I denounce you. I disinherit you!’ 

‘Oh, I disagree, my queen.’ Your own words are tinged with a ser- 
pentine sibilance now. ‘I would argue that we are very much alike.’ 

‘You would dare compare yourself to your queen, your mother-in- 
darkness?’ the harridan shrieks, her enchanted glamour slipping, the 
undead monster beneath showing its true face at last. 

‘I would,’ you reply, readying your blade. 

The Vampire queen says nothing more — nothing intelligible at least. 
With a soul-shredding scream, her snake-like fangs bared, her jaw dis- 
tending, she comes for you. 


If you have the word Sanctus written on your Adventure 
Sheet, turn immediately to 178. 


If not, turn to 208. 


158 


It is cold within the bedchamber, colder even than the chill night 
beyond the tower walls. 

This was plainly the bedchamber of a noblewoman, possibly the 
lady of the tower. Once-fine gowns lie strewn across dusty upholstered 
furniture and on the floor, lying amid discarded beetle casings which 
crunch under the heel of your boot with every footfall. 

Everything in the room is tarnished and corroded with age and 
neglect ~ from the plate silverware filled with the black smudges and 
grey dust of what must have once been fruit on a sideboard, to the 
contents of a jewellery box open on a dressing table — everything 
except for the mirror that hangs upon the wall above the dressing 
table. 

It is a circular disc of silvered glass, an arm’s span across. Etched into 
its polished silver frame are the words of a poem. 


Beauty, like innocence, is but a fleeting thing, 
Jealousy, like bitterness, will ne’er lose its sting. 

The Lady asked, ‘Who is the fairest of them all?’ 

An answer I gave, and envy led to her fall. 

Trapped she is now, within this silvered glass, 
Changeless forever, as the long years pass. 

For whether the Lady, or the servant in her hall, 
There is only one true master, one king who rules all. 


The poem is clearly some kind of riddle, but what is the answer? 


If you know the one-word answer, convert the letters of 
the word into numbers using the code A=1, B=2... add the 
numbers together and turn to the paragraph which is the 
same as the total. 


If you do not know the answer to the riddle, turn to 198. 


159 


Hearing a deathly shriek, you look to the sky expecting to see a mon- 
strous Terrorgheist or ravenous Zombie Dragon descending upon 
you. Instead you see something that is part man and part bat silhou- 
etted against the eerily glowing orb of Morrslieb before it begins its 
descent, trailing a flock of bats behind it like a ragged mantle. 

The man-bat alights nearby and immediately transforms into the 
more human semblance of your lord and master, Viktor von Carstein. 

‘It is good to see you again, cousin,’ the count states. 

‘And you my lord,’ you lie. 

‘And was your quest... successful?’ he asks, a predatory gleam in his 
eye. ‘Did you manage to recover the sword, the cup and the ring?’ 


If you do indeed possess the sword, the cup and the ring, 
you will have a number associated with each one; add 
these numbers together, reverse the digits of the total, 

and turn to the paragraph which is the same as 
the new number. 


If not, turn to 139. y 


1608 


The tunnel twists and turns with animal irregularity, pale roots and 
chunks of flinty rock protruding from its walls and ceiling as it leads 
you deeper and deeper underground. 

Suddenly you hear a furious snuffling and scrabbling sound ahead 
of you and out of the deep darkness comes a monstrous, swollen rat- 
like creature, only far larger than any rodent you have ever seen before. 

When the beastmasters of Clan Moulder spawn a pack of Giant Pox 
Rats, occasionally there will be one among the brood that will brutally 
devour the rest of its kin, growing fat and bloated in both strength 
and savagery, as its swallowed siblings writhe and claw at the fleshy 
bounds of their macabre prison. The monster you are facing now is 
one such Brood Horror, and it will by no means be easy to vanquish. 


Brood Horror 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you win the battle in this tight, subterranean tunnel, 
turn to 18. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


‘You are mine now,’ you tell the knight as your oblivion-black stare 
bores into the White Wolfs mind. 

‘lam yours,’ the warrior parrots. 

‘And to whom do you pledge your warhammer?’ you demand of 
your new thrall. 

‘To you,’ the White Wolf replies, in the same semi-drunken slur. ‘I 
am yours.’ 

You have bound Jurgen Schafspelz, knight of the Order of the White 
Wolf, to your unbending will. 


Add 1 to your Taint score for binding one of the Seven to do your 
bidding. The White Wolf will accompany you on your quest to 
recover the three treasures spoken of in the dark prophecy. Whenever 
you come to a paragraph marked with a skull (®), having read the 
entry but before acting on any of the choices that might be available 
to you or determining the outcome of any combats, deduct 50 from 
the paragraph number and turn to the new paragraph. 


You are becoming increasingly certain that the only way you are going 
to find out what is going on in Vassel is if you follow the Corpse Cart 
as it departs the village. 


Now turn to 320. 


162 


Your lance finds its mark. Striking the knight solidly in the middle of 
his breastplate, you send the warrior flying backwards out of his sad- 
dle and off the back of his horse, to land hard on the ground. 

Honour dictates that with one of the participants unhorsed, the 
battle must continue on foot. Jumping down from your own steed, 
you exchange the lance for your trusty sword and prepare to finish 
what Ekhardt of Morr has started. 


Sir Ekhardt of Morr 


Weapon: 
Sword ? x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Blessed Plate Armour (4) 


If you defeat the knight in hand-to-hand combat, turn to 122. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


163 


The packed earth road is soon little better than a muddy track as 
it wends its way further south through the stinking fens. A cloying 
vapour hugs the ground while distant croaking cries disturb the eerie 
stillness of the swamp. 

And then, out of the foetid fog, nothing more than a smudge of 
shadow at first, there appears the huddle of buildings of some innocu- 
ous temple or other. 

Continuing to guide Angstraum along the road and past the shrine, 
you see what you at first take to be undead figures sheltering under the 
eaves of the temple or sitting at the edge of the road, draped in what 
look like mouldering grave shrouds. 

It takes a moment for you to realise that these are not the dead, but 
the almost dead — lepers and other destitute plague victims. This place 
must be a lazar house. The stench of decay and death hangs heavy in 
the air, the lure of so many nearly-dead having a powerful effect on 
you. 


If you want to stop here, and enter the lazar house, 
turn to 133. 


If you would rather be on your way, turn to 364. 


164 


Bats and wolves sweep down upon the hulking Skin Wolves in 
defence of you, for the monsters that now come against you are 
spawned of the dark powers of Chaos, rather than the necromantic 
powers of Sylvania. 

The fighting is thick and savage but soon your defenders are dead, 
and two of the Chaos-changed monsters still live. It is up to you to 
finish them. 


2 Skin Wolves 


Weapon: 
Claws 0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Regeneration (5) 


If you win, strike the word Noctus from your 
Adventure Sheet and turn to 277. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


165 


Incredibly, the King in Crimson now lies dead at your feet, the tip of 
the vampiric sword Wyrmfang sunk deep in its monstrous heart. The 
sword is a potent weapon indeed, but a dangerous one too. 

For a moment there it mastered you and you cannot allow that to 
happen again. A weapon should be no more than a tool, to be used as 
its owner sees fit, and not dictate the actions of its master. 

Focussing the full force of your terrible will on the blade, as it gorges 


itself upon the foul blood of the Ghoul King, you teach it to know 
its place. With a psychic whimper its unholy sentience retreats like a 
beaten cur. It will never be master of your actions again. 


Turn to 375. 


166 


‘Die, foul fiend!’ the mad prophet screams. He appears not to care 
that his followers have already been slaughtered by your hand, only 
that you are an abomination that cannot be allowed to live. It will be 
a pleasure ridding yourself of this turbulent priest. 


. Prophet of Doom 


Weapon: 


S 
Whip ¥ xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


As soon as you reduce the madman’s Wounds to 2 or 
fewer, turn to 206. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


167 


Confident that your willpower will be strong enough to dominate 
the savage Varghulf, you boldly step into the charnel chamber, your 
eyes and your indomitable will focussed wholly on the feasting 
monster. 

Aware of your presence now, the bat-beast lets off stripping the 
carcass and lashes out with a wing-like limb with alarming speed. The 
creature catches you off guard, the tip of a hooked claw snagging your 
flesh and tearing open a vein. 


Lose 2 Wounds. 
If you are reduced to zero Wounds or fewer, turn to 314. 
If you survive, continue reading. 


It is clear to you now that there is no commanding this carnage-loving 


savage. 
Turn to 217. 


168 


Some shortcut this turned out to be. At a savage bark from the alpha 
male, the Dire Wolves attack. 


4 Dire Wolves 


Initiative: Dire Wolves 
Saves: None 


Doom Wolf 


Initiative: Doom Wolf 
Saves: None 


If you defeat the pack, turn to 205. 
If you are overwelmed, turn to 314. 


169 


The Master Engineer just stares at your blankly. 

‘And who commands you now?’ you ask him, your voice barely 
more than a sepulchral whisper. 

“You do,’ the old man replies almost instantly. 

‘Then meet me at the Vale of Darkness on Hexensnacht, when 
Morrslieb waxes full in the sky.’ 


Write the word TORMENTUS in the Allies box on your Adventure 
Sheet, and make a note that you have thwarted another of 
the Seven. 


And now it is time you were on your way. Leaving the builders work- 
ing on the construction of Fort Oberstyre cowering in fear behind the 
curtain walls of the stronghold you set off again west, crossing the 
border into Stirland. 


Turn to 171. 


170 


Unsheathing your sword, you prepare to meet the Zombie Dragon in 
battle - a brave and noble action, but one which will probably prove 
to be your last. 


Zombie Dragon 


Initiative: Zombie Dragon 
Saves: Armoured Hide (4) 


If you win, turn to 210. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


171 


Leaving the bounds of Sylvania, you urge Angstraum forwards at a 
gallop across the meadows, heaths and undulating hills of Stirland. 

Although you have left the cursed county far behind, you are 
reminded - as you ride through these wild marches - that the Empire 
is made up of little more than a collection of city-states, isolated 
pockets of civilisation, surrounded by mile after mile of untameable 
wilderness. 

Even following the road from Sylvania to Wurtbad as you are, 
within sight of the Gallow Eaves of the Great Forest of Talabecland, 
you might as well still be in your accursed homeland. 

The journey to Gholemia would have taken days of travel by con- 
ventional means, but your Nightmare carries you cross-country at the 
speed of night. And as night is falling you reach the settlement where 
you hope to track down another of the dark treasures you seek. But 
where will you begin your search? 

At the centre of the walled village stands a shuttered tavern from 


which wafts the murmur of voices, shafts of golden light poking from 
knotholes in the shutters, 


If you want to enter the tavern, turn to 213. 
If you want to explore the streets of Gholemia, turn to 44. 


172 


The play is reaching its climax now, a skull-masked jester capering 
about the stage to the sound of the hurdy-gurdy, as the other players 
sing the same refrain over and over again: 


‘As you are now, so once were we. 
Hey nonny-nonny. 

As we are now, so you shall be. 
Hey nonny-nonny-nonny-no!' 


You can’t help but watch, in morbid fascination, as the cackling fool 
jumps from the stage into the crowd and starts bopping audience 
members on the head with a pig’s bladder tied to a stick held in one 
warty hand. 

The end of the play seems more like a ritual than a performance - a 
ritual that is about to unleash Nurgle knows what upon the village of 
Korzenfal. 

Whatever you are going to do to save your own skin, you are going 
to have to do it quickly. 


If you want to inveigle those watching the play into aiding 
and abetting your escape from this village of the damned, 
turn to 153. 


If you simply want to turn tail and flee while you still can, 
turn to 128. 


173 


You are done with Fool's Rest and its treasure, but where will your 
quest take you next? 


If you want to head west, in search of another of the 
treasures, turn to 86. 


If you want to head south, in search of another of the 
treasures, turn to 324. 


If you have already tried to find all three of the treasures 
mentioned in the dark prophecy, turn to 2. 


174 


The long millennia of imprisonment in limbo, trapped among these 
ancient cairns, has driven the souls of the dead mad and their corrupt- 
ing, necromantic madness starts to infect you too. 


Lose 1 Taint point. 


Turn to 284. 


175 


With the Corpsemaster and his undead slaves now nothing more 
than gobbets of gangrenous flesh littering the ground before the 
mausoleum, you see that the doors of the crypt are slightly ajar. Your 
curiosity getting the better of you, you push open the stone doors and 
enter the dank darkness beyond. 


Turn to 16. 


176 


As the rival claimants to the dark throne of Drakenhof Castle flee into 
the black embrace of welcoming night, your super-sharp Vampire 
senses become aware of the clatter of horses’ barding, the clump of 
marching feet, the thud of horses’ hooves, and the distant echo of 
chanting voices — voices chanting prayers to the Heldenhammer. 

An army of zealots and fanatics has been raised to contest the claim 
the great Undead have on these lands. They stand now arrayed before 
you, their golden armour and embroidered banners glowing in the light 
of the Chaos moon. At their head ride Warrior Priests, Sigmarite shield- 
maidens and ruthless Witch Hunters, hungry for revenge against the 
plague of the Undead that — as they see it - troubles this benighted land. 

Three of the holy warriors gallop towards you upon their barded 
steeds, any one of them quite capable of defeating you in single 
combat. Against all three, you had better hope that the darkness at the 
heart of your homeland rises to help you. 


Warrior Priest 


Weapon: 
Warhammer 8 x1.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 


Witch Hunter 


Sword . xl 
Initiative: You 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 


Sister of Sigmar 


Weapon: 
Warhammer = x15 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 


If you manage to defeat all of Sigmar’s chosen champions, 
turn to 196. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


177 


The threat posed by the bats dealt with, you spur Angstraum onwards. 
The fleeing coach is soon once more in view. 

The road climbs steadily and then, upon rounding another bend, 
you see the ravine before you. A bridge once spanned the chasm - the 
base pillars still stand at the edge of the cliff - but the main span is 
now nothing but a broken ruin. Clearly nobody uses this road any 
more, or some local landowner doesn’t want anyone using it. 

Incredibly the Black Coach is still hurtling towards it. And then, as 
they reach the broken bridge, the Nightmares pulling the carriage leap 
into the air, sailing across the chasm, dragging the coach after them, a 
strange green mist wreathing its wheels... 

... and then it’s crashing down on the other side of the ravine, still, 
incredibly, in one piece. 

Suddenly the ravine is yawning before you like the open maw of Death 
itself. You are going to have to decide what you want to do, and fast. 


If you want to attempt to jump the chasm yourself, 
turn to 48. 


If you want to rein in Angstraum before your steed makes 
the leap, turn to 267. 


And then a peculiar sensation comes over you, a sudden epiphany, 
but not of your making. As you gaze into the ophidian eyes of your 
queen you truly understand what you are at last and how decadent 
and debauched your kind have become, everything a Vampire does 
being driven by the most basic, animal needs and instincts. 

However much your kind might profess to be civilised, and struggle 
to maintain the trappings of the aristocracy, the truth is that you are 
the lowest of the low, so devolved that you are forced to suckle on the 
blood of mere mortals. You, and the Undead hosts that follow you, 
are a blight upon the lands of men. 

You and all your kind should be put to the torch, the rank fields of 
Sylvania sown with salt, the Ghoul-haunted forests burned, and the 
castles of the Vampire counts razed to the ground, to the very last 
brick and stone. 

But where has this revelation come from? These are not your 
thoughts, your beliefs. 

And then you hear the words spoken by the guileless Priestess of 
Shallya again inside your head. 

‘May Shallya show you mercy, may her tears bring healing.’ 

You were doomed - or should that be saved? — from the moment you 
drank of her blood. Her sacrifice and her purity have cast their own kind 
of spell over you, remaking you as an instrument of the gods. 

And then your every nerve ending feels as if it is on fire as the quick- 
ening comes upon you. 


For the duration of the battle to come, increase your Attacks, 
Toughness and Strength by 1 point each. 


Unable to contain the holy fire now flowing through your veins, you 
launch yourself at the reptilian, screeching harridan. 


Queen Hekate 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Glamour (6) 


If you slay your mother-in-darkness, turn to 200. 
If you are killed, turn to 314. 


179 


Launching yourself from the back of your Nightmare, you take to the 
air, your body re-shaping itself as you do so, a vast pair of leathery 
wings unfolding from between your arms and your ribs. 

In this new bat-form, with powerful beats of your wings, you climb 
beyond the top of the walls of the chapter house. You are soon high 
above the building, gazing down into the courtyard bounded by the 
high stone walls, and the keep-like structure at its heart. 

None within — neither the guards on the gate nor the ostlers tending 
the horses, nor the weapon-smiths and armourers working at their forges 
— have any idea that you are there. Folding your wings in close to your 
body, you swoop down towards a shadowed corner of the courtyard. 

As you come level with the top of the walls, the air seems to ripple 
and you are hurled backwards, shrieking in pain, as if you have been 
burned all over. 

You drop to the ground, still outside the chapter house, your gro- 
tesque bat-like form shrivelling as you return to something more akin 
to human appearance. 

The chapter house is warded against entry by unholy creatures such 
as yourself. 


Lose 3 Wounds and 1 Taint point as a consequence of being 
burned by the power bound within the holy wards. 
If you are reduced to zero Wounds or fewer, turn to 314, 
If you survive, read on. 


The guards on the gate have seen you now as well. Drawing their 
swords, they advance upon you, cold fire burning in their furious 
stares. 


Turn to 300. 


180 


‘Well done, my champion!’ Sangreal declares. ‘By your actions you 
have brought honour upon the Ordo Draconis and upon the Blood 
Knights of Mordgier Keep.’ 

You feel pride swell within your unbeating heart at your blood-sire’s 
words. 

‘But I will have need of your strong sword-arm yet,’ the kastellan 
goes on. ‘You may have recovered the treasures, but there is still a 
battle to be fought and won before the Chaos moon sets again and I 
can claim the ultimate prize.’ 

Lord Sangreal fixes you with his gaze, cold eyes suddenly alive at the 
prospect of the battle to come. 

‘Fight for me again now. Fight for the honour of the Blood Dragons!’ 


Turn to 59. 


181 


Hissing in irritation that you are still alive, the Necromancer fashions 
another spell, black lightning crackling from his bony fingertips. 


If you are wearing a Warpstone Talisman, turn to 121. 


If not, turn to 151. 


182 


‘Hold, sir knight!’ the warrior calls. ‘I would parley with you.’ 

Following the code of chivalry as recognised by all knights, you rein 
in your steed. 

‘Who is it that calls hold?’ you deman4d, lifting the visor of your hel- 
met so that your challenge might be heard more clearly. 

‘Sir Ekhardt Trauer,’ the black-armoured warrior replies, ‘Knight of 
Morr. I know what you are, and I have pledged my life and my sword 
to the eradication of your unholy kind. Yet honour dictates that I give 
a fellow knight a fair chance. So we shall fight and let fate decide 
which of us lives and which of us dies.’ 

‘And what form shall this trial take?’ you ask in return. ‘Single 
combat?’ 

‘A joust,’ the other replies. 

You see, some yards behind the knight, two lances stuck in the 
ground. 

‘| accept,’ you reply, your own honour code not permitting you to 
do anything else. 

Ekhardt of Morr rides to where the readied lances wait and pulls 
one from the turf. As he readies himself, you spur your Nightmare 
forwards and take up the second lance. 

With the weapon couched tight at your side, with both of you ready, 
the Black Knight gives a shout of ‘For Morr!’ and spurs his barded steed 

Kicking your heels into Angstraum’s flanks, you do the same. 


Sir Ekhardt of Morr 


Initiative: Sir Ekhardt of Morr 
Saves: Blessed Plate Armour (4) 


Conduct this battle as you would any other. However, at the end of 
the first Combat Round do not deduct any Wounds. 


If you are the first to win two Combat Rounds, 
turn to 162. 


If the Black Knight is the first to win two Combat Rounds, 
turn to 142. 


If you die before two Combat Rounds have elapsed, 
turn to 314. 


183 


As anarchy consumes the village of Korzenfal, you find yourself 
momentarily free of the fighting. 


If you are wearing a Warpstone Talisman, turn to 126. 
If not, turn to 295. 


184 


The Ghoul King falls, your blade stuck in its broad chest, skewering 
what is left of its heart. Black ichor pumps from the wound, as well 
as from dozens more, the monster's unnatural powers of regeneration 
overwhelmed by the sheer number of wounds you have dealt it. 

There is a moment's unnatural stillness as the Strigoi’s death-cry 
fades into gurgling silence. 

A terrible scream rises from the gathered Ghouls, and they flee into 
the warren of dens and tunnels that lie beyond the Ghoul King’s 
chamber. 

You see no reason in following them but instead carry out a hasty 
search of the debased throne room. The only thing you find that 
might be considered a treasure is the Ghoul King’s corrupted grail - an 
ancient, battered bronze chalice containing a portion of the monster's 
own foul blood ~ but this is not one of the treasures you are seeking, 
you are sure. 

There is nothing else for you here, so you leave the King in Crim- 
son’s court and quit the burial mound. 


Turn to sao 


185 


Moving with preternatural speed, you fling yourself out of the path of 
the scintillating lightning blast. 

Your heroic leap brings you closer to the Warlock Engineer. Before 
it can try any more of its underhand tricks you run at the Skaven with 
your sword in your hand. The Warlock hastily pulls a notched blade 
from the belt at its waist. 


Warlock Engineer 


Dagger * xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


As soon as you reduce the Warlock Engineer's Wounds to 
2 or fewer, turn to 215. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


186 


By the time you reach the outskirts of the village, dusk has already 
fallen. Every door is locked and barred, every window shuttered 
against the night. There might as well not be anybody here at all, 
except that you can sense them behind their walls, pulses racing, 
hearts thumping in fear, but not - you suspect — because of you. 
Something else troubles the people of Vassel. 

‘Bring out your dead!’ comes the eerie cry, carrying along the deserted 
streets. ‘Bring out your dead!’ 

The mournful cry is accompanied by the dull clonk of a cracked bell. 

And then you see it. It looks like the broken remains of a cart once 
used to carry the bodies of plague victims to mass graves. The splin- 
tered staves that once formed the sides of the cart have been whittled 
down to sharpened points. Above it, the broken bell hangs from a 
crooked, broken frame. 

The cart is filled with the bodies of the dead, but most horrific of 
all, it is also the dead that drag the rickety carriage through the streets, 
bound as they are to it, great iron spikes spearing their torsos and 
skewering them to the plague wagon. 

Such Corpse Carts are often the focus for a Necromancer’s dark 
power. You doubt that the wizened thing exhorting the dead to pull 
the wagon ever onwards with its cruel whip is the Necromancer, so 
where is the true power behind the wagon hiding? 

As it rumbles on its way, the Corpsemaster turns the cart around, 
apparently heading out of the village. 


If you want to follow the macabre wagon, to see where it 
is going, turn to 320. 


If you would rather explore the village, now that you're 
here, turn to 46. 


187 


Your Dire Wolves fall upon their Chaos-created kin with a savagery that 
surprises even you. The fighting is brief and brutal, your hunting dogs 
looking like they might prevail at one point. But when the fierce fracas 
is over, one Skin Wolf still stands while all the Wire Wolves are dead. 
With gobbets of gore clinging to its colossal, Chaos-changed frame, 
the monster comes for you, fangs ganshing and bloodied claws bared. 


Skin Wolf 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Regeneration (5) 


If you win your battle with the Chaos creature, strike the 
word Lupus from your Adventure Sheet and turn to 277. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


188 


The Doom Wolf leading the pack moves to bring you down from your 
steed. One angry snarl from you is all it takes to send the undead animal 
running with its tail between its legs, like some chastised hunting dog. 

Seeing the alpha’s reaction, the other wolves break off from their 
pursuit of you and slink back into the shadows of the forest. 


Add the word Lupus to the Allies box on your Adventure Sheet. 


Turn to 205. 


189 

‘Then you have failed me,’ the kastellan intones, as he makes his 
doom-laden decree, ‘and there can be only one reward for failure.’ 

Without even a word of command from its master, the Hellsteed 
sweeps down out of the sky, grabbing you with its dreadful claws and 
plucking you from the saddle of your own mount. With heavy wing 
beats it rises back into the sky and, by the light of the Chaos moon, a 
sweep of its claws and a sudden snap of its fangs disembowel you and 
behead you all in one go. 

There can be no return from such a death, even for a Vampire like 
you. 


Your adventure has reached an ignominious end. 


190 


Impervious to mortal weapons they may be, but the ghosts are as 
straw before the reaper’s scythe when it comes to the darkly enchanted 
blade you wield. With one last chilling scream, the last of the spectres 
dissolves into bleeding vapour as your sword cuts through its ethereal 
form. And then the spirit host is no more and the air temperature 
begins to rise. 

The last ghostly scream is still ringing in your ears when another 
vengeful cry cuts through the night, reverberating from the stones of 
the Cairn Circle. 

You have desecrated this place, a place that was once venerated by 
the tribal peoples of these lands. You have brought the curse of their 
long-dead druid-priests upon yourself, and one day that curse will 
catch up with you. 


Add the word VeNnatus to your Adventure Sheet. 


Your fate will no doubt find you soon enough, so you ride from the 
stone circle with all due haste. 


Turn to 19. 


191 


Under your relentless assault the Terrorgheist is starting to weaken. 
As it stalks across the churned-up ground towards you, walking on its 
bony pinions, you fix its near-blind eyes with a transfixing stare and 
bring the full force of your will to bear against the beast. 


If you are of the von Carstein family and Chosen of the 
Bat, turn to 152. 


If not, and your Taint score is less than 5, make a note of 
the number 271 and turn to 60. 


If not, and your Taint score is equal to or greater than 5, 
turn to 152. 


192 


With the rats now just so many bones scattered about the floor of 
the chamber, you proceed with caution beyond the archway through 
which the skeletal horrors first entered the room. 

You find yourself in a second, larger chamber. At its centre stands 
a stone plinth that looks like it might be a sarcophagus. At each of 
its four corners burns a candle of black wax, the smouldering tapers 
filling the chamber with scented smoke that makes you think of arid, 
desert places. Resting atop the plinth is an ornate box, carved from a 
dark stained wood, inlaid with actual bones. 

On the other side of the chamber is another arched doorway that 
leads still deeper into the tomb tunnels. 


If you want to take the box from its resting place, turn to 
242. 


If you would rather leave the box alone and leave the 
chamber, turn to 90. 


193 


And so the last of the shambling corpses falls to your blade, its 
mouldering flesh sloughing from its bones, blackened, gas-swollen 
organs bubbling as they are absorbed by the toxic fen. 


Turn to 186. 


194 


As you stare at the swirling mist, an image resolves within the crimson 
cloud. 

You see... 

A barrow... degenerate monsters feasting on the corpses of men and 
horses... a horror that would haunt the nightmares of even your ruthless and 
bloodthirsty kind... a road-sign bearing the name ‘Fool's Rest’... a house of 
Sigmar... a sword straining at its chains, hungry for freedom... 

The image of the sword fades, to be replaced by that of a golden 
goblet, and then that of a black metal ring. 

‘Three items must be recovered,’ Mother Hekate says, interpreting 
the images appearing in the blood-mist before her while trapped in 

some fugue state. ‘Three artefacts...’ 

"Something has changed about your mistress. She seems somehow 
taller, and even more powerful than before, like some ancient Fennone 
warrior-queen. 

‘Find them!’ she says with a cry. ‘Find them and bring them to the 
Vale of Darkness three nights hence, on Hexensnacht!’ 


The mists shift again, forming one last image within their steaming 
depths. 

A gasp rises from the throats of your Undead sisters, but their sur- 
prise is nothing compared to the shock you are feeling now. For staring 
back at you from the midst of the crimson fog is your own exquisite 
face — the sharp cheekbones, the comely features and the deep crim- 
son stare all unmistakeably yours. 

‘Estella!’ Mother Hekate gasps, herself again, fixing you with an 
intense stare of her own. ‘Fate has spoken, my daughter, and fate has 
decreed that you shall be the one to gather these treasures while we 
of the Sisterhood of the Red Abbey who remain will prepare for the 
battle that is surely to come. For if we know of this dark prophecy, you 
can be sure that the other bloodlines will too, and will be readying 
themselves to move against us!’ 

At that, Hekate strides from the room, her diaphanous robes sweep- 
ing out behind her like a huge pair of wings. 

‘Come, Estella,’ she says, as she leaves. ‘The time may be out of joint 
but there is precious little of it left before Morrslieb rises, heralding 
the Night of Mysteries.’ 

The Vampire queen leads you through the abbey complex to a court- 
yard, surrounded by heavily fortified walls, and the stables that stand 
to one side of the great barred gates. 


‘Take Angstraum,’ she says, leading you to a stall wherein stands 
the reanimated corpse of a mighty warhorse. ‘He is my finest, noblest 
steed, and none can outpace him.’ 

The Nightmare — an Undead brute of a beast ~ snorts and stamps the 
mouldering straw of the stall under his hooves as you take his reins in 
hand, patting the steed’s lank mane that clings to his equine skull by 
a patch of leathery skin. 

Pulling your cape tight about you, you spring into the saddle secured 
to the Nightmare’s back, Hekate putting a hand to the horse's neck, 
calming the snorting beast. 

‘Do not fail me, Estella,’ she says, fixing you once again with that 
same diamond-hard stare. ‘Succeed and you shall be admirably 
rewarded.’ 

‘T shall not fail you, my queen,’ you reply, offering a respectful bow 
of the head. 

"Then be on your way, and may Neferata herself watch over you.’ 

With that — and with a shout of ‘Yaah!’ - you kick your heels into 
your destrier’s rotting flanks, and then you are off, leaving the abbey 
behind, heading west towards the heart of Sylvania. 


Turn to 12. 


195 


The Templar defeated, you drink deeply of the dying man’s blood. 
Regain 2 Wounds. 


You cross the room to study the keen-edged swords and tensioned 
crossbows on the weapons rack, but none of them call out to you with 
the blood-hungry voice that lured you into the keep in the first place. 

Turning on your heel, you hurry out of the armoury and head the 
other way at the T-junction. 


Turn to 65. 


196 


With the other Vampire armies in rout, the forces of Sigmar have 
come to reclaim Sylvania for the Empire. With your own side already 
weakened by the internecine conflict that has already taken place on 


this accursed Hexensnacht, it’s just possible this army of the Helden- 
hammer might yet accomplish its mission. 

A mighty battle host stands before you, made up of dispossessed 
citizens, the survivors of apocalyptic plagues and disenchanted men- 
at-arms, all of them prepared to fight and die for their faith. 

Can even the army of your blood-sire triumph over such a zealous foe? 


If you have the word Sceestus written on your 
Adventure Sheet, turn to 272. 
If not, turn to 222. 


197 


... and then you are both flying through the air, over the chasm, with 
you willing the Nightmare to make it to the far side... 


If your Taint score is less than 6, turn to 227. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 6, turn to 
327, 


198 


Turning from the mirror you continue your search of the abandoned 
bedchamber but find nothing of use to you. Abandoning your search, 
you return to the landing and continue further up into the tower. 


Turn to 329. 


199 


You are sure it would be impossible for you to break in to the chapter 
house by launching a direct assault on the gates alone, but if you were 
to summon the creatures of the night to aid you... that might be a 
different matter altogether. 


If you want to summon your wolf brothers to aid you in 
your assault on the Sigmarite stronghold, turn to 229. 


If you would rather use your mesmeric powers to charm 
your way inside, turn to 259. 


200 


Delivering the final, killing stroke, unable to contain the divine power 
burning within you a moment longer, you seize the Vampire tyrant in 
your arms as your very flesh ignites. 

As the holy fire burns brighter and hotter, both you and your blood- 
sire are consumed by the flames. 

Your wretched corporeal form dies with a last agonised scream, and 
your soul says farewell to the mortal realm. And yet its destination is 
not what it might once have been. Having put the Vampire forces to 
rout and destroyed the most powerful of the three, you have set the 
plans of the vampire counts of Sylvania back by decades, giving the 
Empire the vital time it needs to recover from Vlad’s devastating attack 
on its capital. 

You might not be able to fathom this future, but the divine forces 
that work upon the lives of men, and battle to undo the evil of the 
Dark Gods, can. And so, as your soul is freed from the prison of your 
Vampire body, it passes beyond the veil and into Mort's kingdom, 
absolved by your actions, never to be the plaything of dark powers 
ever again. 

Against all the odds, you have triumphed over Night's Dark Masters 
in a way you could never have imagined. 


Your adventure is over. 


201 


Wholly committed to your service and caring nothing for his own 
safety, the White Wolf throws himself between you and the Necro- 
mancer before the bolt of necromantic energy can hit you, suffering 
the full force of the magical assault himself. 

Jurgen falls, noxious black smoke rising from his body. It does not 
take your vampiric powers to know that he is dead. 

With a clatter of armour and the scrape of his weapon being dragged 
across the floor, the White Wolf gets up. 

Laughing cruelly, the Necromancer looks on as Jurgen stalks towards 
you, warhammer in hand, no longer in thrall to you, but now an 
mindless servant of the true lord of this place of death. 

You have no choice but to defend yourself against your former 
ally. 


Knight of the Living Dead 


Weapon: 


* 
* 


Warhammer 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 


If you defeat the resurrected Knight of the White Wolf, 
turn to 181. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


202 


‘Kill the upstart!’ the King in Crimson growls. 

Muscling its way through the Ghoul pack, its eyes aflame with dire 
light, Dark Magic flowing through its veins, the Ghoul King’s champion 
gives a blood-curdling wail. A broken menhir gripped in its gore-befouled 
hands, the Crypt Horror advances, excited at the prospect of satisfying 
both its hunger and the desire to inflict extreme violence upon you. 


Crypt Horror 


Weapon: 
Broken Menhir * xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Regeneration (5) 


If you defeat this monster, which you both fear and 
despise, turn to 14. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


203 


You stand your ground against the Witch Hunters as every member 
of the Order of Sigmar present within the Fool's Rest Chapter House 
joins the battle, intent on sending you to your eternal rest. 

In no time at all you are surrounded. Heavily outnumbered, your 
fate is sealed. 

The Sigmarites bring you down by sheer weight of numbers, disarm- 
ing you and pinning you to the ground, kneeling on your arms and 
legs to hold you down. You spit and curse and make all manner of 
unholy threats, but in the end you are defenceless as they brandish 
various holy totems against you, relics and talismans that glow with 
ethereal light and burn your skin at their touch. 

Finally one man — a grizzled veteran with an eye-patch and a luxuri- 
ous grey beard - approaches you, a hammer in one hand, which he 
uses to smash a stake of whitethorn wood into your chest. 

You die with a scream on your withering lips and a rictus of agony 
on your rapidly decaying features. Soon all that is left of you is a pile 
of dust and a few cracked bones. 


Your adventure is at an end. 


204 


‘No thing can resist the will of Albrecht Hass!’ the Necrarch shrieks. 
‘Nothing!’ 

A powerful dark wizard, with a few muttered words and arcane ges- 
tures he shapes another, deadlier spell. 

A howling gale rises from nowhere, whirling about the laboratory, 
the loci of the magical maelstrom focussed upon you. 


If you have a Black Skull, turn to the number you have 
associated with it. 


If not, turn to 151. 


You may have lost sight of the Black Coach, but you are not done yet, 
for suddenly you are certain as to its destination. 

Above the tops of the trees before you, the ruins of a shattered tower 
point towards the glowering Chaos moon like an accusing finger. 
Somewhere within that tower lies the prize you seek, you are sure of it. 

Always keeping the sinister silhouette of the tower in front of you, 
you at last emerge from the forest into a clearing of bare earth that 
surrounds the stones of the lightning-sundered tower. 

It is imposing enough now but you can’t help wondering how it 
must have appeared when it was first built, and how much of the land 
hereabouts fell within the demesne of its lord. 

Judging by the architecture it would appear that five levels of the 
tower remain. At ground level is a huge gated entrance. However, a 
flight of steep stone steps climbs the exterior of the tower to the floor 
above and a smaller iron-bound door. 

There is no obvious sign of anything standing on guard, though 
appearances can of course be deceiving — so how do you want to enter 
the tower? 


If you are of the von Carstein bloodline, turn to 372. 


If not, turn to 138. 


206 


‘Kill me! I care not! It makes no difference, the dark treasures shall 
never be yours!’ gasps the Sigmarite as you prepare to deal him a 
killing blow. There is something about his sudden proclamation that 
stops you dead. 

Dismounting, you lift the Flagellant from the ground, the front of 
his sackcloth habit clutched in one long-nailed hand. 

‘What did you say?’ you demand of the man. 

‘The dark treasures,’ he jabbers, terror making his eyes wide. ‘As spo- 
ken of in the Prophecy of Medea of Scriech.’ 

‘And what do you know of these artefacts?’ you ask, your voice barely 
more than a predatory growl. 

‘Only that they are lost, never to be found again by you!’ the prophet 
snaps, something of his former defiance returning as he faces his end. 
‘The Seven will stop you!’ 

With a roar of rage, you sink your fangs into the man’s neck and drink 
deep of his blood. Gulping down great mouthfuls, you drain him dry, 
the secret knowledge he tried to keep from you filling your mind even 
as his hot blood fills your stomach, replenishing your undead form. 

As you cast the martyr’s body to the ground, you notice a golden 
medallion about his neck, a medallion that bears the symbol of a 
twin-tailed comet. 


Gain 4 Wounds and add 1 to your Taint score for killing such a 
devoted servant of Sigmar. 


You now know what the Prophet of Doom knew: the rumoured loca- 
tions of the three dark treasures that you have been tasked to find. 
However, he didn’t know which item can be found at which location. 

One of the artefacts lies to the north, kept locked within the Sig- 
marite chapter house on the outskirts of the settlement of Fool’s Rest. 
Another lies to the south, somewhere within the marshlands that bor- 
der the Corpse Run. The third supposedly lies far to the west, perhaps 
even beyond the bounds of Sylvania. 

You also now know something of the Seven, a select group of which 
the Prophet of Doom was a member. It is a group of priests and Witch 
Hunters determined to rid Sylvania of the curse of the Undead by rais- 
ing an army of Flagellants and like-minded fanatics. 


Make a note on your Adventure Sheet that 
you have slain one of the Seven. 


Considering everything that you have learned, coupled with what you 
may know already, where do you want to begin your search for the 
three treasures spoken of in the dark prophecy? 
To head north to the settlement of Fool's Rest, turn to 19. 
To head west for the border with Stirland, turn to 171. 


To head south for the Corpse Run stretch of the Aver 
Reach, turn to 109. 


207 


The Skin Wolves are dead and yet you still live. To have accomplished 
such a feat can surely only enhance your dark and sinister reputation. 


Add 1 to your Taint score. 


Turn to 277. 


208 


‘From the dawn of time we came,’ the Vampire queen hisses, her fea- 
tures becoming more and more snake-like as she glides towards you, 
‘moving silently down through the centuries, living many secret lives, 
when the few who remain will battle to the last. And I will not have 
my power usurped by some upstart strumpet. There can be only one!’ 


Queen Hekate 


Initiative: Queen Hekate 
Saves: Glamour (6) 


If you defeat your mother-in-darkness, turn to 400. 
If you die by her hand, turn to 314. 


209 


As you stand staring at the armies gathered within the Vale of Dark- 
ness below you, Kastellan Sangreal, the voivod of Mordgier Keep, 
descends from the Hexensnacht sky astride the back of a monstrous 
Hellsteed. You can see the blood-slick muscles and tendons of the 
beast’s wings and limbs working away furiously since no covering of 
skin whatsoever obscures its mighty musculature. 

The Hellsteed hangs in the cold air above you, sulphur-steam snort- 
ing from its flared nostrils as Sangreal addresses you. 

‘Well met, Sir Modred,’ the kastellan says. ‘How went your quest? Did 
you manage to recover all three treasures spoken of in the prophecy?’ 

Well - do you have the sword, the cup and the ring? 


If you have all three items, you will have a number 
associated with each one; add these numbers together and 
then turn to the paragraph which is the same as the total. 


If not, turn to 189. 


210 


You have slain a Dragon, and an undead one at that! This is a truly 
mighty feat to have accomplished, and your name will surely go 
down in legend as a result. 

Add 1 to your Taint score for accomplishing this mighty deed. 


Turn to 230. 


211 


The Wight falls at your killing blow, armour and bones clattering 
noisily to the ground. The fire in the eye-sockets of its skull lingers 
a little longer, but this too soon fades leaving nothing but an inani- 
mate, broken skeleton scattered on the plain before you. 


Gain 1 Taint point for your ruthless treatment of the Wight King. 


With no one now standing in your way, challenging your right to cross 
the ancient battlefield, you resume your progress across the plain. 


Turn to 256. 


212 


With the Master Engineer keeping the crew together, but only just, 
the team work with practiced efficiency to bring their weapon to bear 
against the Terrorgheist. 

‘As the monster opens its hideous maw to give another death-shriek, 
the engineer touches a smouldering fuse to the cannon and the 
weapon fires with a resounding boom that echoes from the walls of 
the half-raised watchtower. 

The gigantic projectile hurtles through the air too fast for anything to 
avoid. The tip of the sharpened tree trunk slams into the Terrorgheist’s 
exposed ribcage, shattering bones and piercing the withered flesh of 
the monster's heart before bursting from its back again in a welter of 
gore and scabrous flesh. 

With one final deathly scream, the bat-monster drops out of the sky, 
its massive body smashing through the wooden scaffolding hugging 
the side of a rising curtain wall before finally coming to a halt in a pile 
of sand in the courtyard beyond. 

The air is suddenly alive with whoops of delight as craftsmen rush 
over to see the dead bat-beast for themselves and congratulate the team 
on their accomplishment. For a moment your presence is forgotten. 

Such a powerful and effective weapon against the Undead would 
doubtless be of use to your blood-sire if the power plays of the Sylva- 
nian aristocracy should descend into all-out civil war. But to bind it 
to you, you would first need to bind the Master Engineer and then his 
crew to your will. 


If you want to approach the gunnery crew while they are 
celebrating their kill, turn to 114. 


If you would rather be on your way while those who 
are supposed to be guarding the Stirland border are 
distracted, turn to 171. 


213 


Having tethered your unnatural steed in the shadows of an alleyway 
behind the alehouse, you step up to the door and push it open. All 
at once, the hubbub of voices inside ceases, leaving nothing but an 
uncomfortable silence to welcome you. 


If you are a Blood Dragon knight, or you have the word 
Foepus recorded on your Adventure Sheet, turn to 233. 


If you are either of the von Carstein or the Lahmian 
bloodline, turn to 263. 


214 


The long millennia of imprisonment in limbo, trapped among these 
ancient cairns, has driven the souls of the dead mad. Their insanity 
is infectious, but you resist, despite the wails of horror and shrieking 
phantoms that assail you. 


Turn to 284. 


#15 


The engineer suddenly makes a run for it, scampering over the bridge 
that spans the subterranean river. You give pursuit. 

When you are only halfway across the bridge yourself, and the 
Skaven is already on the far side, the creature suddenly stops and turns 
to face you. There is something in its clawed hand. It looks like a 
crudely riveted metal sphere, about the size of an apple. 

Without a moment's hesitation the creature hurls the object at you. 
You are aware of a fizzing hiss a split second before the warpstone 
grenade detonates. 


If you are a Blood Knight of the Ordo Draconis, 
turn to 235. 


If you are not a Blood Dragon and have more than half 
your initial number of Wounds remaining, turn to 285. 


If you are not a Blood Dragon and have fewer than half 
your initial number of Wounds remaining, turn to 255. 


216 


For one possessed of shape-changing abilities, such as yourself, there 
may in fact be a third way into the tower. If you were to shape-shift 
into your winged bat-form you could fly straight to the top. 


If you want to do this and fly to the top of the tower, 
turn to 236. 


If you want to climb the steps to the door, turn to 33. 


If you want to throw open the gates and enter that way, 
turn to 17. 


217 


You sense that it is your duty to put an end to this aberration. That 
any Vampire could demean itself so utterly, by giving up all sem- 
blance of its former humanity, is an affront to all your kind. 

Sword in hand, you prepare to meet the bat-wolf monster's attack as 
it knuckles towards you across the cave. 


Varghulf 


Weapon: 
Huge claws ‘ x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Vampiric Regeneration (5) 


If you triumph against the Varghulf, turn to 347. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


218 


‘Cousins,’ Viktor von Carstein says, regarding all those present within 
the grand red and black-draped audience chamber in turn, ‘these are 
dark times for those of the one true bloodline.’ 

A murmur of assent passes around the room. 

‘Vlad is dead, his plan to rule the world in tatters and nothing but 
an unwanted memory. He over-reached himself, his ambition driv- 
ing him unto death, and his consort Isabella was also subject to his 
megalomaniacal madness — a folie 4 deux, as the Bretonnians would 
put it.’ 

Viktor pauses to take a sip of the claret-coloured liquid contained 
within the fluted crystal wine glass. 

‘And yet, in this, our family’s darkest hour, there is still hope for us, a 
way by means of which we von Carsteins may yet prosper. Our cousin 
Vlad might be dead, and his wife with him, but our bloodline is still 
strong, and we are legion. What this family needs now is a strong 
leader, and not one ruled by his own misguided ambition.’ 

The tension within the chamber now is palpable. All present can 
claim allegiance to the von Carstein bloodline, ever since Vlad, the 
von Carstein Wolf himself, passed his gift - and his curse - to Viktor, 
who at the time was head of the House of Blutsauger. So the Blut- 
sauger family became a skein of the von Carstein line, with Viktor 
taking the same name in honour of his blood-sire. And all present this 
day are the get of Viktor von Carstein himself. 

You yourself were turned many years ago, when you were in the 
prime of life, aged twenty-five, and have remained as you appeared 
then, down the long decades since. 

‘| believe there is none better suited than I,’ Viktor says. 

Another murmur of agreement whispers around the room. 

‘| seek only to strengthen our power base again — while the Emper- 
or’s lapdogs lick their wounds - uniting all Sylvania under our rule, 
watching and waiting as the cattle grow fat, biding our time. For time 
is one thing that our kind has plenty of.’ 

He smiles a wolfish smile. 

‘There is no man better placed than I, and no better time than now,’ 
Viktor says, ‘for my own investigations into ancient lore have uncov- 
ered a witch's dark prophecy that I believe tells of this troubled time. 
Now, listen carefully.’ 

Taking up a heavy tome bound in flayed human skin, Viktor opens 
the book, turning the pages until he stops at a particular passage and 
then begins to read. 


‘When the Wolf lies slain at Altdorf's door, there shall come another, 
a pretender to the dark throne of von Drak’s lands, one who shall 
bear three artefacts of potent power. And these three treasures shall 
be the thirsting sword, the Necromancer's ring and the golden goblet. 
On Hexensnacht, at the appointed time and in the appointed place, 
shall the new lord of those accursed lands be made known.’ 


Having finished reading, Viktor closes the book and fixes his gaze 
on you all - all his children - in turn, an eerie luminescence slowly 
fading from his eyes. 

‘I cannot believe that | am the only one who knows of this dark 
prophecy, and so we will not be the only bloodline seeking to act 
upon it. 

‘If the von Carsteins are to keep control of these lands, then we must 
prepare for war. The war with the Empire may be done, but the battles 
with our own corrupted kin - the blood war - is still to come.’ 

More murmurs of assent. 

‘The three treasures alone will not be enough. We must rally our 
forces, even though they be scattered throughout the land in the wake 
of the Siege of Altdorf. And yet the treasures must be sought, and in 
secret, so as not to draw undue attention to our endeavour. 

‘I require only one of you to do this for me, and I have already made 
my choice as to which of you shall have that honour.’ 

Viktor’s get anxiously await his pronouncement in silence as he 
scans the faces of those present. Suddenly the Vampire lord fixes his 
burning red gaze on you. 

‘And that person is you, Kurt.’ 

Your blood-sire has spoken and, as his thrall, you have no choice 
but to obey. 

‘Where will I find the three treasures spoken of in the prophecy?’ you 
ask. ‘What else is known about them?’ 

‘A good question,’ Viktor replies. ‘The golden goblet is the Blood 
Chalice of Bathori; it can be no other.’ 

‘But that ancient artefact was in the possession of Countess Isabella 
when she threw herself to her forever-death at the Siege of Altdorf.’ 

‘Then you will know where to start looking. As to the nature of the 
other items, I cannot be sure, but having studied the witch's other 
prophecies I believe the ring to be that of Vanhal, the great Necroman- 
cer lord who once ruled these lands some centuries ago, before the 
coming of Vlad. Of the thirsting sword... Legend tells of many such 
vampiric blades, but as to the one which you seek, I only trust that you 
will know it when you see it.’ 


Viktor rises from his throne. His appearance is less human than the 
rest of you, having been more than human a lot longer than you. It 
could also be a side-effect of the necromantic magic he has partaken 
in to advance his own ambitions. 

‘Time is of the essence, Kurt, for Hexensnacht — that Night of Myster- 
ies — is but three nights hence. We shall meet again then, within the 
Vale of Darkness.’ 

You do not need to be told twice. You make your way swiftly 
through the crumbling crag-top castle that was once the family seat 
of the Blutsaugers to the stables, where your undead steed Angstraum 
stands waiting. The Nightmare stamps the ground with his iron-hard 
hooves while snorting black steam from his nostrils, eager to be off. 

Jumping into the saddle, you set off into the night, Angstraum 
pounding along the track westwards, moving as swiftly as the speed of 
night, your cloak and hair streaming out behind you. 


Roll one dice. 


If the number rolled is 1-3, turn to 258. 
If the number rolled is 4-6, turn to 298. 


219 


An insidious thought has taken root inside your mind. Why should 
you give Hekate the treasures you fought so hard to recover? You 
are already in possession of Wyrmfang, Vanhal’s Ring and the Blood 
Chalice of Bathori, so what's to stop you being the one to fulfil the 
prophecy? 

‘What is it, Estella?’ your queen asks, an ophidian hiss underlining 
her words. 

When you do not reply, the Vampiress fixes you with a chilling stare 
and says in a sibilant whisper, ‘Give them to me, Estella, my sweet. 
Give me that which is rightfully mine.’ 


If your Taint score is less than 13, turn to 100. 
If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 13, 


turn to prs 


220 


You head north, skirting the scraggy borders of Ghoul Wood. The 
Night of Mysteries is almost upon the world, and although the sky 
is a uniform glowering grey, you suspect that the Chaos moon will 
nonetheless manage to show its face this night. 

Angstraum races along, the landscape blurring around you. How- 
ever, as you leave the brooding forest behind, you come in sight of a 
ruined manse. Little remains of what must once have been an opulent 
mansion, and even that is overgrown with ivy and woody stems. 

Above the still-standing grand entrance to the ruin is a carved coat- 
of-arms, set into the lintel above the door. 


If you are of the von Carstein bloodline, turn to 250. 
If not, turn to 280. 


221 


The soaring chords of a string sextet drift through the open gates of 
the opulent palace, through which a steady stream of curtained car- 
tiages, sedan chairs and cloaked riders are passing. Clearly there is 
some grand event taking place here, this evening. 

Your curiosity piqued, you ride up to the castle entrance yourself 
and are met by a stunningly beautiful woman. Her alabaster skin is so 
white it glows like moonlight. She is wearing an elegant black cloak, 
trimmed with purple, that covers her from head to toe, leaving only 
her striking face visible. 

‘Be welcome,’ she says, the smile she offers you only serving to make 
her appear even more beautiful. She gestures towards the open gates, 
exposing an arm as smooth and white as marble. ‘Come, join us at our 
Hexensnacht feast.’ 


If you want to accept the woman's invitation, turn to 299. 


If you would rather be on your way, turn to 58. 


‘To arms!’ you bellow to your fellow thralls. To arms once more!’ 

As you lead the Undead host into battle again, the shuffling Zom- 
bies and serried ranks of Skeleton Warriors are compelled to follow 
you into the fray. As the resurrected once-dead peasant populace of 
Sylvania engage their still-living descendants, you take the battle to 
a gang of Flagellants and the oath-spouting Greatsword who fights 
alongside them. 


4 Flagellants 


Weapon: 


Flail . xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


Greatsword 


Weapon: 
Greatsword - z15 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Light Armour (5) 
If you manage to kill these Imperial crusaders, 
turn to 252. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


223 


Calling upon the great Undead, those dark entities you and your kind 
revere, you concentrate on bringing these maddened spirits under 
your command. 


If your Taint score is less than 6, turn to 120. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 6, 
turn to 243. 


224 


Turning Angstraum around, you lead your loyal steed away from the 
village square... 

...only to find your way blocked by a mass of gibbering creatures 
that look like little more than rotten boils with legs and too many 
teeth. 

Giggling, the tiny Daemons swarm towards you, filth-encrusted 
claws outstretched, ready to rake your undead flesh. 


Nurglings 


Weapon: 
Filthy Claws a x0.5 


Initiative: Nurglings 
Saves: Daemonic Aura (5) 


If you manage to rid yourself of these pests 
within 3 Combat Rounds, turn to 352. 


If it takes you longer than 3 Combat Rounds to slay 
Nurgle’s Mites, turn to 172. 


If you fall in battle within 3 Combat Rounds, turn to 314. 


225 
Something about the set of the man’s features causes you to pause. In 
that time, the Witch Hunter gathers himself and runs at you with a 
shout of, ‘Die, night-spawn! Helmut Malleus demands it!’ 

‘Blutsauger?’ you say, interrupting his battle-cry. 

The man falters upon hearing the name, that of your blood-sire’s 
aristocratic family before they became part of the von Carstein clan. 

‘That has not been my family’s name for four generations, not since 
the day my great-grandfather’s brother was turned to the von Carstein 
cause. On that day the cursed Blutsauger name died, along with my 
family’s hard-won reputation. On that day the Malleus family was 
born!’ 

Such cases are not uncommon. Several of the descendants of Freder- 
ick van Hal, the Necromancer lord who ruled Sylvania centuries years 
ago, are known to have become Witch Hunters, in an effort to atone 
for their ancestor's wrongdoing. 

‘Well, cousin,’ you say with a sneer of contemptuous pride, ‘as the 
saying goes, the apple does not fall far from the family tree.’ 

The two of you - the Vampire and the Witch Hunter ~ share a com- 
mon ancestor. Perhaps you can bring that connection of blood to 
bear. Perhaps Helmut Malleus might yet be susceptible to your will. 


If your Taint score is less than 8, turn to 305. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 8, 
turn to 275. 


226 


You suddenly find yourself face to face with two of the travelling car- 
nival’s thespians, although you see them now for what they really are 
- cultists of the blasphemous god of plague and pestilence. 

One is so deformed his entire head is shaped like a jaundice- 
yellow crescent moon, while his companion appears to have three 
eyes — although the third eye might in fact be a swollen bubo - her 
miniature marionette doppelganger dangling from the strings of a 
wooden armature held loose in one slug-fingered hand. 

These crazed devotees of decay have wholly embraced the philoso- 
phy of beneficent Grandfather Nurgle. The brethren of the Carnival of 
Chaos are infected with all manner of foul diseases, but since you are 
one of the Undead, you are immune to the gifts they offer. But that 
doesn’t mean they won't necessarily put an end to you just the same 
with the rusty blades they wield. 


2 Players 


Weapon: 
Rusty Blade + xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you kill the mutated thespians, turn to 183. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


wee 


...and then Angstraum’s hooves clip the stonework of the remaining 
span of the broken bridge but cannot gain purchase, and before you 
know it steed and rider are both sent tumbling backwards into the 
abyss below. 

There is no time for you to find another way out before you hit the 
broken boulders that strew the bottom of the crevasse, your own steed 
landing on top of you. 

Shrieking in rage, the Nightmare gets to his feet — apparently 
unharmed but for a few broken ribs protruding from his rotting flanks 
~ but for you it is a different matter entirely. A spear of horse bone has 
penetrated your torso — but has it pierced your unbeating heart? 


Lose 5 Wounds. 


If you yet live, turn to 247. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


228 


The Banshee’s ghostly cry cuts through you, weakening your resolve 
and driving you to the point of madness. 


Lose 2 Wounds and take 1 from your Taint score. 


If you survive the harridan’s deathly screams, turn to 268. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


229 


At your call, the creatures of the night come to your aid. As you charge 
the men at the gate, so do your animal allies, falling upon one of the 
wretched guards as you engage the other in combat. 


Chapter House Guard 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Leather Armour (6) 


If you slay the gate guard, turn to 318. 
If you are defeated, turn to 314. 


230 


The Zombie Dragon dead, you join the rest of your blood-sire’s 
forces as they engage with the two other assaulting Undead hosts. 
Your blade makes short work of the Zombies that come against you, 
Angstraum cracking a number of skulls beneath his iron-hard hooves. 

As another of the shambling corpses falls you suddenly see the mon- 
ster that is pushing its way through the Zombie ranks from behind, 
remorselessly tearing apart those Undead that stand in its way. 

It looks like a cross between a bat and a wolf, grown to many times 
the size of a man. Its immense fangs are caked with the rotten flesh of 
the Zombies it has killed to get to you, such is its feral hunger. 


If you have the word Noctus recorded on your Adventure 
Sheet and want to use it now, turn to 260. 


If you have the word Seputturus written on your 
Adventure Sheet and want to call on this ally now, 
turn to 282. 


If you have the word Munus written on your Adventure 
Sheet and want to call on this ally now, 
turn to 312. 


If you have the word Damnatus written on your Adventure 
Sheet and want to call on this ally to aid you now, 
turn to 342. 


If you have none of these words recorded on your 
Adventure Sheet, or you do not want to call on the aid of 
your allies now, turn to 355. 


231 


Not quite sure what to expect next, but keeping your sword ready in 
case, you step away from the warlord. 

‘You have bested me,’ the Wight says, in a voice like the slamming of 
crypt doors. Kneeling, it bows its crowned skull before your blade. ‘It 
is a wise warrior who knows when to show mercy and when to deliver 
the killing blow. Therefore what was once mine is now yours by rite 
of battle, as spoils of war.’ 

Without the ancient king uttering another word, the dusty ground 
cracks, clods of earth crumbling into the void opening beneath. Up 
from the cavern-tombs that lie below the battlefield, rising from where 
they fell centuries ago, a troop of Black Knights ride forth, the only 
sound the clatter of armour against the bones of the skeletal steeds the 
undead warriors ride. 

The Black Knights array themselves before you, lances couched at 
their sides, shields reminiscent of a Daemon’s wing in design on their 
arms, the decayed pelts of once-mighty questing beasts hanging from 
the shoulders of their ancient armour, tarnished helms hiding their 
death’s-head leers. 

‘In life these warriors were my elite guard - the Pasha Vorr,’ the old 
king says. ‘Now they are yours to command. Just as you spared my 
life, so they shall spare yours. Call on them when you need their aid. 
Once their oath is discharged, they shall return to the place of battle 
and their sleep of ages.’ 


Record the word MuNus in the Allies box on 
your Adventure Sheet. 


‘Now, be on your way,’ the dead king commands. 


Turn to 256. 


232 


At the sounding of a gong, the assembled guests make their way down 
into the dungeon levels of the castle. You follow, eventually coming 
to a darkened chamber lit by smoking braziers, the air thick with 
clouds of incense. 

At the far end of the chamber stands an altar draped with a cloth of 
purple velvet, and behind that a disconcertingly alluring, yet hideously 
blasphemous idol of something hellishly unnatural, combining aspects 
that are both male and female with those of a whole host of animals - 
everything from insects and reptiles to scorpions and deer. 

As the guests assemble they shed their fine gowns and frock coats, 
exchanging them for mauve silken cloaks. Keeping to the shadows, you 
secrete yourself behind a twisted pillar - carved to resemble a serpent 
~ and watch as a debauched ritual is enacted by the cultists before you. 

It is not only Vampires and their kin for whom Hexensnacht is an 
important occasion. These cultists are not the aristocracy of the night, 
but decadent human devotees of the Dark Prince of Pleasure and Pas- 
sion. With the Chaos moon in the ascendant they are conducting a 
licentious rite, in the hope of summoning one of their Dark God’s 
Daemon children to usher in a new age of hedonistic ecstasy. 

‘Slaanesh! Slaanesh! Slaanesh!’ the cultists chant, their invoca- 
tion becoming faster and louder with every declaration. ‘Slaanesh! 
Slaanesh! Slaanesh!' 

The heady smoke thickens and envelops the blasphemous statue. 
Unable to tear your eyes away, you watch as, with a sound of grat- 
ing marble, the statue twitches, then stretches, and finally steps down 
from its plinth behind the altar. 

‘SLAANESH(" the cultists scream as one, and then fall silent. 

‘Oh great Slayer, oh base Feaster of Pain!’ cries a woman standing 
before the altar, gazing upon the statue-come-to-life with lustful ado- 
ration. ‘Despoiler of the Flesh, share your secrets with us!’ 

You stifle a gasp of shock as you realise that the woman addressing 
the Daemon-thing is the same woman you met you at the castle gate. 

‘But first,’ the priestess cries, ‘accept your sacrifice!’ 

Suddenly all eyes turn to the pillar behind which you hide. 

Uttering an incoherent scream, the unholy creature stalks towards you 
across the blasphemous sanctuary as the cultists move away from you. 


If you are a Blood Dragon Vampire, turn to 273% 


If you are not a Blood Dragon Vampire but you want to 
face the Daemon in single combat, turn to 273. 


If you are not a Blood Dragon Vampire and want to flee 
from the Daemon’s advance, turn to 239. 


233 


As the silent villagers regard you suspiciously, you do what you can to 
mask your true nature in the hope of duping them all into not seeing 
you as you really are. 


If your Taint score is less than 6, turn to 286. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 6, 
turn to 263. 


234 


_ The images within the mist resolve, gaining a striking clarity, all 


stained the same ruddy hue by the blood-mist rising from the bowl. 

You see... 

Marshland... a chapel-hospice, full to overflowing with the sick and the 
dying... a village, the mouldering sign reading ‘Vassel’... a graveyard... 
horrors stalking the dark beneath the earth... a cadaverous thing, a ring of 
dark power upon a skeletal finger... 

The image of the ring fades, to be replaced by that of a golden gob- 
let, and then that of a chained sword. 

‘Three items must be recovered,’ Mother Hekate declares, interpret- 
ing the images floating in the humid air before her, her voice strangely 
dislocated as if she is in some trance-like state. ‘Three artefacts...’ 

But something has changed about the Vampire queen. She appears 
even more beautiful, her alabaster skin as white as fresh fallen snow, 
her dark tangled tresses now a lustrous black. She looks like the 
maiden she must once have been before being turned. 

‘Find them!’ she says with a cry. ‘Find them and bring them to the 
Vale of Darkness three nights hence, on Hexensnacht!’ 


The mists shift again, forming one last image within their steaming 
depths. 

A gasp rises from the throats of your Undead sisters, but their sur- 
prise is nothing compared to the shock you are feeling now. For staring 
back at you from the midst of the crimson fog is your own exquisite 
face — the sharp cheekbones, the comely features and the deep crim- 
son stare all unmistakeably yours. 

‘Estella!’ Mother Hekate gasps, herself again, fixing you with an 
intense stare of her own. ‘Fate has spoken, my daughter, and fate has 
decreed that you shall be the one to gather these treasures while we 


of the Sisterhood of the Red Abbey who remain will prepare for the 
battle that is surely to come. For if we know of this dark prophecy, you 
can be sure that the other bloodlines will too, and will be readying 
themselves to move against us!’ 

At that, Hekate strides from the room, her diaphanous robes sweep- 
ing out behind her like a huge pair of wings. 

‘Come, Estella,’ she says, as she leaves. ‘The time may be out of joint 
but there is precious little of it left before Morrslieb rises, heralding 
the Night of Mysteries.’ 

The Vampire queen leads you through the abbey complex to a court- 
yard, surrounded by heavily fortified walls, and the stables that stand 
to one side of the great barred gates. 

‘Take Angstraum,’ she says, leading you to a stall wherein stands 
the reanimated corpse of a mighty warhorse. ‘He is my finest, noblest 
steed, and none can outpace him.’ 

The Nightmare - an Undead brute of a beast - snorts and stamps the 
mouldering straw of the stall under his hooves as you take his reins in 
hand, patting the steed’s lank mane that clings to his equine skull by 
a patch of leathery skin. 

Pulling your cape tight about you, you spring into the saddle secured 
to the Nightmare’s back, Hekate putting a hand to the horse’s neck, 
calming the snorting beast. 

‘Do not fail me, Estella,’ she says, fixing you once again with that 
same diamond-hard stare. ‘Succeed and you shall be admirably 
rewarded.’ 

‘I shall not fail you, my queen,’ you reply, offering a respectful bow 
of the head. 

‘Then be on your way, and may Neferata herself watch over you.’ 

With that — and with a shout of ‘Yaah!’ - you kick your heels into 
your destrier’s rotting flanks, and then you are off, leaving the abbey 
behind, heading west towards the heart of Sylvania. 


Turn to 12. 


235 


Your ancient armour absorbs much of the force of the explosion and 
prevents you from being blasted off the bridge and into the river. 


Lose 2 Wounds. 


If you survive the Warlock’s underhand attack, turn to 315. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


236 


Shape-shifting into a half-human, half-bat form, with a few power- 
ful beats of your membranous wings you ascend to the top of the 
shattered tower. 

Once there you see an arched opening — a brick-framed portal - in 
the side of the tower. But before you can use it as a means of ingress, 
the bats swooping about the broken battlements flock towards you, 
their echo-location shrieks ringing in your sensitive ears. 

Normally you would be able to dismiss them with a lancing spear 
of willpower, but these creatures do not respond to your attempts to 
banish them. Some other power must have dominion over them, and 
it must be a potent power indeed. 

Screeching, the bats attack. You have no choice but to fight back. 


Flock of Bats 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


Notes: If you are in bat form, revert back to your normal form to battle 
the Flock of Bats. 


If you kill the ravenous bats, turn to 266. 
If the vermin overwhelm you, turn to 314. 


Lat 


Summoned from their tumbledown tombs, the Pasha Vorr of Zar 
Strica rides to war at your command. The Black Knights make 
war upon the savage, Chaos-tainted shape-changers, with lethal 
effectiveness. 

No matter how long they may have remained under the earth, the 
ancient warriors have forgotten none of their disciplined warcraft. 

With the Skin Wolves slain, and their oath fulfilled, the Black Knights 
quit the field of battle. 


Strike the word Munus from your Adventure Sheet. 


Now turn to 277. 


238 


The stake hurtles through the air, too fast for anyone - even a knight 
of your heightened, preternatural reactions — to avoid. 

The sharpened tree trunk slams into your body, puncturing armour, 
piercing the flesh beneath and bursting from your back in a welter of 
gore. You are hurled backwards out of your saddle and land several 
feet away. 


Lose 8 Wounds. 


If you are somehow still alive - the massive stake having incredibly 
missed your heart - you pull yourself free from the sharpened tip of 
the projectile, willing your flesh to knit back together before the gun- 
nery crew can reach you. 


Turn to 379. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


239 


Turning from the blasphemy-made-flesh, you run at the smiling cult- 
ists, prepared to cut your way through the unarmed, unarmoured 
Chaos worshippers. 

With supernatural speed, a lash of tentacular hair whips forwards 
from the top of the Daemon’s head, wrapping itself around your waist 
and yanking you backwards, within the Daemon’s reach. 

Two powerful hands grasp you in their vice-like clutches. 


Lose 2 Wounds. 


If you are still alive, turn to 273. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


240 


With a shout of ‘For Ulric!’ the White Wolf charges the beast, war- 
hammer held high. You doubt the knight will be able to defeat the 
Rat Ogre in single combat, and so you lend your sword to the fight. 


Conduct the following fight as normal, but you gain an extra 
attack against the Rat Ogre each Combat Round. Also, you 
may reduce any damage the Rat Ogre causes you by half, 
rounding fractions down. 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If, between the two of you, you manage to slay the 
malformed Skaven, turn to 319. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


241 


The Vargheist was a being of raw fury and terrible hunger, but you 
managed to defeat it nonetheless. 


Turn to 370. 


242 


As you take the reliquary from the plinth, a sigh seems to pass around 
the chamber, and something stirs the clouds of scented candle smoke. 

Lifting the lid of the box, inside you find a skull and a collection of 
bones, black with lichen and age. 


Make a note of the Dark Reliquary to your Adventure Sheet, 
along with the fact that it contains thirteen bones in total. 


With this potent magical artefact in your possession, you pass through 
the archway on the other side of the chamber. 


Turn to 90. 


243 


You are a formidable being yourself, your power having grown during 
the course of your mission to recover the three dark treasures, and you 
demonstrate that power now, as the spirits of the dead come at you, 
fleshless faces moaning in remembrance of the life, and the eternal 
rest, they have been denied. 

The swarming spirits suddenly recoil, as if burned by the unholy 
fire boiling within you. Vaporous faces melt and warp, deformed by 
screams and expressions of horror, as they realise that just as they 
cannot drain the life-force from you, neither can they escape your 
clutches. 

With a soul-rending scream, the damned souls become mist once 
more and dissipate on the chill wind. However, you know that when 
the time comes, they will be yours to command once more. 


Write the word Sceestus in the Allies box on 
your Adventure Sheet. 


Turn to 19. 


ae 


244 


The lepers dead, you leap on the priestess, who still does nothing to 
resist you. The Thirst has you in its bloody grip now. As the residents 
of the hall scream in horror, those who can walk stumbling for the 
door, you cannot resist sinking your fangs into the young woman’s 
swan-like neck, puncturing an artery and drinking deep of her blood. 

Your mind is suddenly awash with the priestess’s memories, and 
you hear her voice inside your head. 

‘May Shallya show you mercy, may her tears bring healing.’ 

You now know for sure that she was indeed one of the order. How- 
ever, you are also certain that the unholy artefact you seek is not 
within the temple bounds. 


Gain 4 Wounds, make a note of the fact that you have destroyed 
another of the Seven, and record the word SANCtus in the Allies 
Box on your Adventure Sheet. 


Ignoring the panic you have created within the hospital, you quit the 
lazar house. You remount Angstraum and are soon on your way once 
more. 


Turn to 364. 


245 


As you journey eastwards, you enter a range of undulating hills 
devoid of trees and sporting very few shrubs other than knotty gorse 
and sickly scraps of heather. 

Beyond the carrion birds circling in the sky above you, you can see 
no signs of life on these desolate moors. Until, that is, you catch sight 
of the Black Knight. 


If you are a knight of the Order of the Blood Dragon, 
turn to 182. 


If not, turn to ge 


246 


At your killing blow, the Daemon is suddenly stone again, smashing 
into a thousand marble shards as it hits the temple floor, sending the 
smoke swirling in gold-shot eddies. 


Gain 1 Taint point for slaying the Daemon of Slaanesh. 


The statue's shattered head rolls across the floor and into a brazier, 
sending it crashing to the ground too, smouldering cubes of incense 
igniting the gauzy drapes. The resulting conflagration spreads 
quickly. 

The cultists are thrown into disarray by both the death of the Dae- 
mon and the rapidly spreading fire, fleeing from the dungeon temple 
before the hungry flames can catch them. You do the same, satisfying 
your thirst for vengeance on the panicking Slaanesh-worshippers, cut- 
ting down those that come in reach of your blade as you chase them 
through the castle on your way out. 

Re-joining Angstraum in the castle courtyard, you mount your steed 
and ride out through the open gates as the palace of pleasure is con- 
sumed by fire. 


Turn to 19. 


247 


You are alive, but only just. Extracting the splinter of bone that almost 
ended your unlife from your chest, you pick yourself up and consider 
how best to continue with your quest. 

You guide Angstraum over the tumbled boulders that litter the floor 
of the crevasse, following it for several miles before the ground begins 
to rise and you enter the shadowed gloom of the Gallow Eaves woods 
once again. 

Your quest has tested you in ways you would never have imagined. 
What other challenges await you yet? And is your quest into the Gal- 
low Eaves really worth the trials and tribulations you still have to 
face? 


If you want to press on in your search for this particular 
treasure, turn to 297. 


If you feel that you have done enough here, turn to 267. 


248 


‘A horse, a horse!’ wails an actor who is clearly supposed to be dressed 
as a noble Knight Panther. “he Emperor is a horse!’ 

His line pronounced with all the hammy over-the-top-ness you 
would expect of a travelling player, the ‘knight’ then slips in a puddle 
of pig’s blood and lands flat on his rump on the stage. His pratfall is 
greeted by guffaws of laughter from the enraptured crowd. 

But there’s something not quite right about this play. In fact you 
can’t shake the feeling that there is something not quite right about 
this whole setup. 


If you want to keep watching the play, turn to 172. 


If you have seen enough, and would rather be on your 
way again, turn to 224. 


249 


Your heightened vampiric senses tell you that there is something 
wrong with the blood in the glass, but you can’t be sure what. All you 
know is that you are not going to drink. 


If you want to leave the masquerade ball, turn to 325. 


If you would rather linger a little longer, in spite of your 
suspicions, to see what might happen next, turn to 232. 


250 


You recognise the weather-worn coat-of-arms as that of the Orlok 
family, a minor branch of the Sylvanian aristocracy in times past. You 
know little of the family’s history other than that they were involved 
in some scandal decades ago, something involving an alliance with 
the Lahmian sisterhood which caused them to fall out of favour with 
Count Vlad. 


If you want to stop a while to explore the ruin, 
turn to 330. 


If not, turn to 310. 


SHADOWS OVER SYLVANIA 


2518 


Beyond the archway you ascend a flight of broad stone steps that lead 
to a large domed chamber. Its walls are adorned with all manner of 
grim funereal carvings and statues of cloaked skeletons, great scythes in 
hand. To one side of the chamber stands a throne of black granite, while 
around its edge numerous torches and rush-lights burn in wall sconces. 

But one thing dominates the sepulchral hall more than anything 
else, and that is the huge construct of wood, iron and human corpses, 
laid out to create a gigantic humanoid form within a series of concen- 
tric magical symbols that have been marked out on the floor. Now 
you know what the corpses were being collected for. 

Standing over the colossal construct, atop a scaffold frame, is a 
cloaked figure, necromantic power coming off him in waves and leav- 
ing you in no doubt as to who is the true power in this place. 

The Necromancer is intoning something under his breath in some 
ancient desert-dry tongue that you cannot fathom, although the 
founder of your bloodline probably could have, once. 

Without breaking off from his muttered incantation, the evil sor- 
cerer turns, fixing you with a glare that burns like the pits of hell itself, 
and flings his arms out towards you, subtly altering the spell he is cast- 
ing. As he does so, you catch a glimpse of the ring of dark metal upon 
his finger pulsing with dark energy. 


If you are wearing a Warpstone Talisman, turn to 121. 
If not, turn to 151. 


eee 4 


Even as the Greatsword falls you grab hold of his still-not-quite-yet- 
dead body and begin to feed, lapping up the blood that pours from 
the many savage wounds your blade has dealt him. 


Regain 3 Wounds. 


Seeing you tear through their lines and then slake your unholy thirst 
by drinking the blood of one of their champions, the beleaguered 
Sigmarite forces finally lose the will to fight. Beset on all sides by the 
tireless, unsleeping warriors of your blood-sire’s host, the zealots flee 
the battlefield. Wolves and bats fall upon the stragglers and start to 
feast on their flesh before they have breathed their last breaths. 


Turn to 292. 


SHADOWS OVER SYLVANIA 


293 


Still giving voice to idiot moans, the Zombies advance on you and 
your steed, closing in around you, apparently seeing you as a source 
of food. Either that or there is some malign intelligence mastermind- 
ing their attack. 

Whatever the truth of the matter, you must put down these upstart 
Undead. 


5 Zombies 


Weapon: 
Claws iy x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you win, turn to 193. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


SHADOWS OVER SYLVANIA 


254 


The whirling carrion wind of Shyish whips at you, ageing your 
immortal flesh by years... decades... centuries... until even you begin 
to wither and die. 


Lose 6 Wounds and add the word Forpus to 
your Adventure Sheet. 


If you are still alive after the murderous magical 
onslaught, turn to 294. 


If the spell kills you, turn to 314. 


255 


The force of the explosion hurls you off the bridge and into the fast- 
flowing river, where the running warpstone-infused water eats away at 
your flesh like acid. Screaming in agony, you attempt to drag yourself 
to the shore and pull yourself clear before your flesh is entirely dis- 
solved from your bones. 


Lose 6 Wounds. 


If you are still alive, you make it to the river's bank; 
turn to 315. 


If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


256 


The scattered hamlets and rural communities of Sylvania are even 
more isolated and insular than other settlements of the Empire. 
They are in a permanent state of disrepair, for good stone and wood 
are hard to come by and the province's inbred peasant populace 
spend all their time grubbing what existence they can from the 
infertile land. 

Ever since Vlad had the shrines closed and the holy men forcibly 
expelled from the county, Sylvania has truly become a truly godless 
realm, one claimed by the powers of darkness. And there is no place 
darker than the Vale of Darkness - except on Hexensnacht! 

Reaching the crest of the rise at the top of the valley - the Chaos moon 
Morrslieb a glowing green orb that appears larger than Mannslieb in 
the cloudless sky above you - you look down into the shadowed val- 
ley to see a host of Undead, gathered beneath the banners of their 
vampiric masters. You see the coat-of-arms of your own blood-sire 
below you, but to the east and west, the slopes of the valley are cov- 
ered with the massed ranks of two other, opposing armies with their 
own forbidding heraldry on display. 

Above them, flocks of bats and ethereal spirit-forms throng the 


sky. 


If you are a Blood Dragon Vampire, turn to 209. 
If you are a von Carstein Vampire, turn to 159. 


If you are a Lahmian Vampire, turn to 119. 


257 


A blood-curdling scream, as terrible as that of the ravenous wolf-men, 
rings out across the Vale of Darkness. 

From out of the darkness pour the degenerate subjects of the Crim- 
son King. The Ghoul pack descends on the Skin Wolves, while away at 
the edge of the valley you fancy you catch sight of the Strigoi Vampire 
itself, wreathed in a cloak of shadows, watching the ebb and flow of 
the battle with hungry interest. 

The mass of cannibals and monstrous Crypt Horrors overwhelm the 
Skin Wolves by dint of strength of numbers. With their opponents 
dead, the Ghouls fall on the Skin Wolves all over again and begin to 
devour their Chaos-warped flesh. 

Up on the hill, the shadow-clad figure melts back into the darkness. 
You get the feeling that some kind of blood feud has been settled this 
night. 


Cross the word Puacus off your Adventure Sheet. 


Turn to 277. 


258 


As Angstraum gallops ever onwards through the night, your heart 
sings as the thrill of the chase fills you. The gibbous orb of Morrslieb 
is growing in size on the far horizon, beyond the dagger-peaks of the 
Worlds Edge Mountains, and in that moment you feel its dark power 
working within you. 

Unable to contain yourself, you give voice to an ululating shriek 
of ecstasy. And, away in the darkness, something answers your cry: 
something winged and baring fangs as terrible as your own. 


Write on your Adventure Sheet that you are Chosen of the Bat. 


Turn to 12. 


259 


Dismounting, stepping out of the shadows that lie beyond the 
hazy circle of light cast by the torches either side of the gate, you 
stride confidently towards the entrance to the chapter house. Their 
natural suspicion coming to the fore, the guards unsheathe their 
swords. 

‘My friends,’ you begin. ‘It has been a long journey from Templehof 
and I seek only a bed for the night, lest those I have been fleeing from 
find me again.’ 

‘Be on your way,’ one of the men says, an unsympathetic scowl on 
his face. 

‘There’s an inn in the town,’ adds the other. 

‘But the gates have already been shut and barred,’ you say. 

‘Be on your way,’ repeats the first, more sternly than before. 

Your vampiric charms clearly won't work on these devotees of the 
Empire's ancestor-god, so what will you do now? 


If you want to leave, as instructed, and reconsider your 
options, turn to 279. 


If you want to attack the guards, hoping to break in to the 
Sigmarite stronghold that way, turn to 300. 


260 


Giving a guttural howl of your own, you call upon the creatures of 
the night to aid you. 

From between the ranks of battling Undead they come - wolves 
with pelts as black as night itself, while out of the sky fall swarms of 
bloodthirsty bats - all of them descending upon the Varghulf. 


Strike the word Noctus from your Adventure Sheet. 


The fight that follows is vicious and brutal, and for a moment you 
believe your allies might actually defeat the savage beast. But the Var- 
ghulf possesses the animal instincts and senses of both wolf and bat, 
combined with a malevolent, once-human intellect. 

As it rips the throat from the last wolf standing and brings the last of 
the bats down with a sweep of one ragged wing, you realise that you 
are going to have to finish the monster yourself. 


Wounded Varghulf 


Weapon: 
Huge Claws * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Vampiric Regeneration (5) 


If you win, turn to 368. 
If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


261 


The behemoth before you is a thing out of legend, the subject of 
childhood fairy stories intended to keep wayward youngsters in line. 
As you stare at the colossal spider, you call to mind a Sylvanian nurs- 
ery rhyme you last heard in more innocent times, before undeath 
took you and made you young forever. 


Beware the deepwood's queen, my dear, when the moon is fat. 
Sharp of fang and spindle-limbed she is, and cunning. 

With webs and legs, 

And hatching eggs, 

When she holds court her spiderlings come running. 

So beware the deepwood’s queen, my dear, when the moon is fat. 


If you want to summon the creatures of the night to aid 
you now against the monstrous Queen of Spiders, 
turn to 291. 


If you would rather face the monster alone, turn to 311. 


262 


As you are battling the hideous abomination, thick slime-coated ten- 
tacles emerge from the smoky portal, which is still open inside the 
plague cart, and wrap themselves around you. 

The tentacles are too strong to resist. With your arms, legs and body 
bound within their constricting grasp, you are dragged into the smoke 
and through the portal, into the hellish, disease-ridden realm of 
Grandfather Nurgle himself. 

And there you shall remain as a plaything for the creatures of Chaos. 
Since you are already dead, and immune to their foul poxes and agues, 
you will remain their toy for a very long time. 


And so the curtain falls on the play that was your life. 


263 


Your glamour fooling their simple senses, the hubbub of half- 
whispered conversations resumes, leaving you to pass between the 
huddles of drinkers at their booths and tables unnoticed. 

‘Didn't sleep a wink last night,’ you hear a red-faced man at one 
table say. 

‘Three nights in a row,’ adds a fishwife at another. 

‘Blood-curdling howls,’ says a woodsman conspiratorially to his 
companions at a corner booth. 

‘| thought the count’s huntmarshal had driven the Undead from 
these lands as they fled the rout at the Siege of Altdorf!’ 

Something clearly has these folk hiding inside at night for fear of 
what might await them beyond their barred doors and shuttered win- 
dows, but it’s also clear none of those present in the tavern actually 
know what it is. 

You're not going to find out any more by loitering here any longer. 
It's time to leave and pursue your search elsewhere. 


Turn to 44. 


264 


As the master of the Carnival of Chaos dies, so the Plague God’s hold 
on the populace of Korzenfal is broken. The surviving members of 


a 


the Daemonic coven turn tail and flee, the cart rattling away from the 
village square, and you take the opportunity to do the same. 

The power of the carnival might have been broken, but Nurgle is a 
generous deity and his gifts are not so easily relinquished. The people 
of Korzenfal are still doomed to a slow and painful demise. The vil- 
lage and its populace are as good as dead already. 


Add 1 to your Taint score for escaping the clutches of the Carnival 
of Chaos. 


Free of the village of the damned at last, you resume your hunt for the 
three treasures. 


Turn to 171. 


265 


Having finally put down the last of the Skavenslaves, Jurgen Schaf- 
spelz, Knight of the White Wolf, joins you in battle against the 
Warlock Engineer. There'll be no escape for the wretch now. 


Conduct the following fight as normal, but you gain an extra 
attack against the Warlock Engineer each Combat Round. 
Also, you may reduce any damage the Skaven causes you by 
half, rounding fractions down. (If you have already battled the 
Warlock, reduce your opponent's Wounds accordingly.) 


Warlock Engineer 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you win the battle against the Warlock, turn to 345. 
If the Warlock defeats you, turn to 314. 


266 
As the last of the bats falls, its furry carcass spiralling away beneath 
you as it drops to the ground, you swoop down to the arched opening 
in the top of the tower. Once through, you shape-shift back into your 
more human-seeming form. 

You are standing in a narrow passageway, open to the elements 
via a series of thin arrow-slits, through which the cold night breeze 
keens. At the end of the corridor is a door. Opening this, you step 
through... 


Turn to 329. 


267 


You decide that the risks are too great and the rewards too small to 
keep up your pursuit of the Black Coach - but what price will you 
have to pay when you and your blood-sire are reunited once more? 


Subtract 1 from your Taint score for giving up on your quest for 
the dark treasure so readily. 


Turn to 8. 


268 


And then the Banshee bursts free of its mirror-prison, and you are 
confronted by a howling horror, the virago’s worm-eaten face an 
appalling skull-like visage wreathed by serpents of hair. 

But there are words among the screams. 

‘Who is the fairest?’ the ghost shrieks. ‘Am | not the fairest of them 
all?’ 

Not waiting for a response, the ethereal horror comes at you, bony 
talons bared, a gaggle of fearful faces dancing about her like bound 
will-o’-the-wisps. 


Banshee 


Initiative: Banshee 
Saves: None 


If you defeat the Banshee, turn to 288. 
If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


269 


A mournful, croaking cry echoes across this blasted landscape as 
a murder of crows circles above, and the black-armoured warrior 
catches sight of you for the first time. 


If you have the word Forpus recorded on your 
Adventure Sheet, turn to 309. 


If not, turn to 92. 


270 


You are barely through the gates of Morr’s Garden when something 
which had been perched atop a crumbling crypt leaps at you from out 
of the darkness. 

Hunched and deformed, with bone-totems stuck through its flesh 
and tufts of thick hair sprouting from the spine of its hairless grey- 
green body, the creature is more animal than human, despite the fact 
that human is what it once was. 

Its elongated tongue hissing between fangs like pike’s teeth, the 
fiend claws at you with fingernails encrusted with putrefied gore and 
toxic grave dirt. 

But then suddenly Jurgen is there, between you and the Ghoul, 
swinging his heavy-headed warhammer with practiced ease, laying 
one dolorous blow against the creature after another. 

In no time at all, the Crypt Ghast’s body lies mangled and broken 
upon a neglected grave, the last of its foul breath escaping its lungs as an 
angry hiss, and all without you having to so much as draw your sword. 

Jurgen is left panting, shoulders heaving, but unharmed. It looks 
like the White Wolf could be a useful man to have around. 


Turn to 70. 


271 


As the Master Engineer falls to your blade, you hear a deafening shriek 
and spin round, your eyes scanning the skies. And then you see it. 

Black against the gunmetal-grey clouds, the monstrous thing sweeps 
down out of the sky on ragged pinions. In terms of size and the sheer 
terror it invokes in the builders working on the castle walls it is like a 
dragon, but in every other aspect it is just like a bat - albeit one grown 
to unnatural proportions - that has died and ultimately been raised 
from the dead by means of potent necromantic magic. 

The Terrorgheist - for the beast can be nothing other — opens its 
rancid skeletal maw, its filthy fangs clung with clotted hunks of rotted 
meat, and emits a deathly shriek that is nothing less than a barrage of 
eldritch power. 

The deathly cry of a Terrorgheist can cause a mortal man to die of 
fright, but on you it has merely a paralysing effect. But you are not out 
of danger yet, for the Terrorgheist is just as proficient at killing with its 
immense fangs and talons as it is with its deathly shriek. 


Terrorgheist 


Weapon: 
Tooth and Claw # x0.5 


Initiative: Terrorgheist 
Saves: Regeneration (6) 


As soon as you reduce the Terrorgheist’s Wounds 
to 3 or fewer, turn to 191. 


If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


ba 


At your behest, the ghosts of a thousand slain warriors rise from the 
disturbed soil of the valley floor. 

At first the crusaders stand firm, calling upon Sigmar and trusting to 
the holy power of charms they wear about their persons. But as the 
ghostly talons rake their flesh, many of them unable to defend them- 
selves at all with their mortal blades, the first cracks begin to show 
until the army breaks in spectacular fashion. 

Seeing the effect your spectral allies are having upon the Sigmarite 
host, you join the fray once more. Tearing through their lines, you 
bring down one supposedly powerful warrior after another. 

Beset on all sides by the tireless, unsleeping warriors of your blood- 
sire’s host, the zealots flee the battlefield. Wolves and bats fall upon 
the stragglers and start to feast on their flesh before they have breathed 
their last breath. 


Turn to 292. 


273 


The manifestation of Slaanesh’s essence bears down on you, its enor- 
mous razor-edged claws snapping at the cloying smoky air. Standing 
three metres tall, its Daemonic flesh is mottled fifty shades of purple 
and covered in swirling turquoise tattoos. 

In no doubt that with even the most graceful slash of its claws it 
could crush limbs and smash through bone and sinew with horrifying 
ease, you draw your sword and prepare to defend yourself. 


Daemon of Slaanesh 


Weapon: 
Crab Claws * 0.5 


Initiative: Daemon of Slaanesh 
Saves: Daemonic Aura (5) 


If you actually manage to slay the servant of the 
Prince of Pleasure, turn to 246. 


If you are defeated, turn to 314. 


274 


As you stare at the swirling mist, the suggestion of shapes resolve into 
images of striking clarity, all stained the same crimson colour. 

You see... 

Yourself, riding the road out of Sylvania heading into Stirland, foam fly- 
ing from your steed’s flapping lips... a sign-post that read ‘Gholemia’... a 
monstrous amalgam of dead flesh, wood and metal... a tower within a wolf- 
haunted forest... yourself, again, standing before a dark mirror in which you 
cast no reflection... a plinth, and upon the plinth a sparkling golden goblet... 

The image of the goblet fades, to be replaced by that of a black metal 
ting, and then that of a chained sword. 

‘Three items must be recovered,’ Mother Hekate cries, only the 


_ whites of her eyes showing as if she is trapped in some trance-like 


state. ‘Three artefacts...’ 

But something has changed about the Vampire queen. She appears 
to have aged horribly, her once-white skin now grey and wrinkled, her 
lustrous black hair now nothing but knots of grey, her eyes covered 
by cataracts, her once-full red lips, shrivelled and black, her mouth a 
gaping peg-toothed maw. 

‘Find them!’ she says, her voice cracked with age. ‘Find them and bring 
them to the Vale of Darkness three nights hence, on Hexensnacht!’ 


The mists shift again, forming one last image within their steaming 
depths. 

A gasp rises from the throats of your Undead sisters, but their sur- 
prise is nothing compared to the shock you are feeling now. For staring 
back at you from the midst of the crimson fog is your own exquisite 
face - the sharp cheekbones, the comely features and the deep crim- 
son stare all unmistakeably yours. 

‘Estella!’ Mother Hekate gasps, herself again, fixing you with an 
intense stare of her own. ‘Fate has spoken, my daughter, and fate has 
decreed that you shall be the one to gather these treasures while we 
of the Sisterhood of the Red Abbey who remain will prepare for the 
battle that is surely to come. For if we know of this dark prophecy, you 
can be sure that the other bloodlines will too, and will be readying 
themselves to move against us!’ 

At that, Hekate strides from the room, her diaphanous robes sweep- 
ing out behind her like a huge pair of wings. 

‘Come, Estella,’ she says, as she leaves. ‘The time may be out of joint 
but there is precious little of it left before Morrslieb rises, heralding 
the Night of Mysteries.’ 


The Vampire queen leads you through the abbey complex to a court- 
yard, surrounded by heavily fortified walls, and the stables that stand 
to one side of the great barred gates. 

‘Take Angstraum,’ she says, leading you to a stall wherein stands 
the reanimated corpse of a mighty warhorse. ‘He is my finest, noblest 
steed, and none can outpace him.’ 

The Nightmare - an Undead brute of a beast — snorts and stamps the 
mouldering straw of the stall under his hooves as you take his reins in 
hand, patting the steed’s lank mane that clings to his equine skull by 
a patch of leathery skin. 

Pulling your cape tight about you, you spring into the saddle secured 
to the Nightmare’s back, Hekate putting a hand to the horse’s neck, 
calming the snorting beast. 

‘Do not fail me, Estella,’ she says, fixing you once again with that 
same diamond-hard stare. ‘Succeed and you shall be admirably 
rewarded.” 

‘I shall not fail you, my queen,’ you reply, offering a respectful bow 
of the head. 

‘Then be on your way, and may Neferata herself watch over you.’ 

With that - and with a shout of ‘Yaah!’ - you kick your heels into 
your destrier’s rotting flanks, and then you are off, leaving the abbey 
behind, heading west towards the heart of Sylvania. 


Turn to 12. 


Pag AS. 


‘The name of Blutsauger should not be so easily forgotten,’ you tell 
the Witch Hunter coldly, staring through his eyes and into the very 
depths of his soul. 

The man gives an agonised scream and drops to his knees as he tries 
to fight back against the supernatural strength of your mesmeric will. 

‘Bow before me. Do my bidding. You are now my thrall.’ 

‘Never!’ the man gasps through clenched teeth. 

And then, before your very eyes, he draws a pistol from its holster at 
his waist, puts it to his temple, pulls the trigger and blows out his brains. 

Clearly Helmut Malleus thought it better to die by his own hand, 
still a faithful Sigmarite, than live as a slave of the von Carsteins. 


Gain 1 Taint point for forcing the Witch Hunter 
to take his own life. 


Turn to 50. 


276 


This will be a battle to the death, between you and the kastellan of 
Mordgier Keep. He will give no quarter and expect none in return. 


Kastellan Sangreal 


Initiative: Kastellan Sangreal 
Saves: Arcane Armour (4) 
If you win the duel, turn to 400. 
If Sangreal defeats you, turn to 314. 


277 


Hacking down a troop of mouldering moss-clad skeletons in an 
outburst of savage fury, you feel an uneasy stillness fall over the battle- 
field, sensing that you have reached a pivotal point. 


If you are of the von Carstein bloodline, turn to 307. 
If you are of the Lahmian bloodline, turn to 337. 
If you are of the Blood Dragon bloodline, turn to 377. 


278 


‘Kneel before me!’ you command, attempting to compel the Wight to 
do your bidding by sheer force of will. 


If your Taint score is less than 8, turn to 112. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 8, 
turn to 308. 


PF ee 


It is going to be harder to breach the defences of the chapter house 
and retrieve the treasure held within than you had at first thought. 

Perhaps you could gain entry to the Sigmarite stronghold if you had 
weight of numbers on your side, but where could you find an ally in 
these forsaken lands? 


If you want to set about finding yourself a potential ally, 
turn to 54. 


If you would rather quit this fool's errand and set 
about finding another of the treasures spoken of in the 
prophecy instead, turn to 143. 


280 


There is something about the place that makes you pause for a 
moment, and you have the overwhelming feeling that a kindred spirit 
awaits you within. 


If you want to stop a while to explore the ruin, turn to 
330. 


If not, turn to 310. 


281 


The creature hisses and spits at you, but the sheer strength of your 
own vampiric will prevents it from attacking you. You were not the 
one that imprisoned it in this place, but you shall be the one to com- 
mand it from now on. 

Planting the thought in the Vargheist’s brittle mind, you send it out 
into the world to make its first kill in its new form. But even as you do 
so, you know that it will return to you when you desire it. 


Write the word Seputturus in the Allies box on 
your Adventure Sheet. 


Now turn to 370. 


282 


With a bark of savage delight, the Vargheist falls upon the gluttonous 
Varghulf. If the Vargheist is the darkness in a Vampire’s soul made 
manifest, the Varghulf is the slavering monster than lurks within 
every vampiric heart, given free rein, to feed again, and again, and 
again... 

The battle is swift and brutal, and by the end of it your slave is dead. 


Strike the word Seputturus from your Adventure Sheet. 
But the Varghulf has suffered at the talons of the Vargheist, ropes 


of purple-grey intestine uncoiling from a bloody rent in its belly. It 
should be a simple matter to finish the monster. 


Savaged Varghulf 


Weapon: 
Huge claws < x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Vampiric Regeneration (5) 


If you win, turn to 368. 


If you loose, turn to 314. 


283 


‘I beg your forgiveness, your majesty,’ you say, hastily dropping to 
one knee before the Ghoul King and bowing your head in deference, 
despite the precariousness of the situation you now find yourself in. 

There is a moment's unnatural quiet, and then the Ghoul King 
barks something that causes its minions to scatter to the periphery 
of the chamber, the Strigoi’s command over-riding their cannibalistic 
natures. 

‘So I ask again,’ the Vampire barks, ‘who comes before the court of 
the Crimson King?’ 

You tell the Strigoi your name, and your bloodline, which elicits a 
snarl from the monster. But still it does not attack but instead asks in 
a phlegmy growl, ‘And why come here and risk the wrath of the King 
in Crimson?’ 

‘Because, my lord, I need your help,’ you reply. ‘These are dark times 
for all Vampire-kind, and the servants of the false warrior-prophet Sig- 
mar would hunt us down while we are divided and see an end to all 
of us.’ 

A guttural rumble rises from within the creature's barrel chest. ‘Go 
on.’ 

‘There is a place, not many leagues from here, called Fool's Rest, 
wherein lies an artefact of necromantic power. The Sigmarites keep it 
locked away for fear of what we might do if we possessed its power. 
And for that reason we must take it back.’ 

‘We?’ the Strigoi queries, an expression of feral cunning on its 
deformed face. 

‘I cannot break the wards protecting the place wherein the treasure 
lies. That is why I need your help, and the help of your court.’ 

‘Is that so?’ the King in Crimson says, grimacing. It takes you a 
moment to realise that the grimace is the creature’s way of smiling. 
‘Imagine, one of your noble bloodline begging the King in Crimson 
for help.’ 

You say nothing but remain kneeling, with your head bowed, listen- 
ing to the rasping panting of the Ghouls surrounding you. 

‘Well, you certainly have some skill with that blade,’ the creature says 
in its gargling voice, ‘and you have proved yourself in battle already.’ 


Turn to 28. 


284 


Turning your steed around, desperate to be away from these ghost- 
haunted wastes and about your mission again, you head back the way 
you think you came, through the otherworldly mist, until you come 
at last to the stone-marked burial mound again. It truly dominates 
this part of the landscape, and you can sense the corrupted nature of 
whatever it is that lies within leaking out into the world in a sordid 
miasma. 


If you now want to enter the burial mound, turn to 334. 


If you would prefer to give up on the idea of finding 
yourself an ally, turn to 113. 


285 


The explosion peppers your body with shards of metal and chips of 
unrefined warpstone. 


Lose 4 Wounds. 


If you are still alive, turn to 315. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


286 


Gasps of horror rise from the gathered villagers as they see through 
your glamour and perceive you for what you really are. 

Several men rise to their feet, fingering the knives and axes they have 
hooked into their belts, but none of them moves to attack you. Not 
yet, at least. 


If you want to demand that the villagers 
answer your questions, turn to 306. 


If you want to attack the villagers before they attack you, 
turn to 336. 


If you want to leave the tavern before a fight 
can break out, turn to 376. 


287 


Turning quickly, you hurry away from the charnel chamber and the 
feasting Varghulf. 


If your Taint score is less than 5, turn to 347. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 5, 
turn to 317. 


288 


At your ‘killing’ blow, the Banshee gives a final wailing scream that 
causes the mirror to explode into a million razor-sharp shards as her 
spirit-form fades, banished to Morr’s kingdom for all eternity. 

With the unquiet spirit banished beyond the veil of the afterlife, you 
resume your search of the abandoned bedchamber but find nothing 
of practical use. 

But there is something about the mirror... a sense of foreboding that 
you cannot shake. Nudging the broken fragments with the toe of your 
boot, one piece catches your eye, the word ‘MASTER’ from the poem 
etched upon its widest edge. 


If you want to take the Mirror Shard with you, 
add it to your Adventure Sheet. 


You are done here, of that you are certain. Abandoning your search, 
you return to the landing and continue up into the tower. 


Turn to 329. 


289 


The Daemon now nothing more than a dissolving puddle of jelly at 
the heart of the blasphemous pentagram, you burst out of the cart's 
noxious interior, back into the village square. 


Turn to 172. ig 
ee Sot 


Sa 


2908 


To begin with the narrow passageway is like the rest of the crypt, lined 
with cut and dressed stones. But then it breaks through into another 
tunnel running at right angles. 

This new passageway has clearly been dug from the mouldering 
ground beneath the graveyard, knotty roots piercing the mud roof, 
its bare-earth walls possibly carved with claws. It is more like an ani- 
mal burrow than what you would expect to find in an underground 
crypt. 

Turning right, you follow this new tunnel deeper underground. You 
are not entirely surprised when it broadens out and you come face to 
face with the monster that has been left on guard here. 

It has the same elongated facial structure of a rat, the same chisel-like 
teeth and even a whip-like hairless tail, but in every other respect it is 
nothing like a rat. It stands on its powerfully muscled hind-legs, its 
bandaged forelimbs more like arms. Malformed vertebrae, like bony 
spikes, protrude from the creature's spine while in places its scabrous 
hide is mottled with tumorous growths. And it is huge, easily twice 
as tall as you - its great size keeping it hunched almost double in the 
tunnel - and almost as broad across as it is tall. 

The Ogre-sized Skaven opens its fang-filled muzzle, gives a barking 
squeak, and attacks. 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you manage to slay the Skaven guard-dog, turn to 319. 
If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


291 


At your ululating cry, the wild animals of the forest come to your 
aid. But there is something primal about the monster you face, and 
despite exhorting your allies to fight for you with your dominating 
will, they still recoil and whimper in fear of the colossal spider. 

Soon the beasts are either dead — their venom-bloated bodies dis- 
solving on the ground where the spider has dropped them - or fled, 
their instinctive fear proving too great for even your powerful will to 
counter. 

Your animal allies have at least managed to wound the creature for 
you, but it’s still going to be up to you to slay the beast in the end. 


Arachnarok Spider 


Weapon: 
Claws and Fangs * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Chitinous Carapace (4) 


If you manage to slay the spider-behemoth, turn to 331. 
If the beast defeats you, turn to 314. 


292 


In the aftermath of the battle, you are reunited with your blood-sire 
again. 


If you are of the bloodline of Neferata, 
the first of all Lahmians, turn to 127. 


If you are of the bloodline of Abhorash, 
the first true Blood Dragon, turn to 25. 


If you are of the bloodline of Vlad von Carstein, 
the first Vampire count of Sylvania, turn to 322. 


295 


You set Angstraum haring away from the scene of the Vampire's mur- 
der, the startled shouts of the men fading into the distance behind you. 
And then you hear the stentorian voice of the Warrior Priest again. 

‘May Sigmar guide your arrow’s course!’ 

There is the thunk of a crossbow being discharged and a split second later 
the flaming arrow hits you. It enters through your back with such force 
that its scalding-hot tip emerges from the front of your chest. Fortunately 
it misses your heart by a matter of inches. Still, the pain is agonising. 


Lose 3 Wounds. 


If you are still alive, you tear the arrow free and turn to 
face the frenzied mob now bearing down upon you; 
turn to 130. 


If the mob overwhelms you, turn to 314. 


294 


Shrieking with untrammelled fury, Hass comes at you, pulling an 
obsidian-black blade from beneath his robes as he does so. 

The Necrarch may be a sorcerer and scholar without compare, but 
that does not mean that he has neglected his warrior’s training. As you 
will soon discover, he is a formidable fighter, his preternatural reac- 
tions enhanced by his innate magical abilities. 


Albrecht Hass 


Weapon: 
Cursed Dagger ‘ £15 


Initiative: Albrecht Hass 
Saves: Cloak of Shadows (5) 


If you defeat the lord of the Sundered Tower, turn to 344. 
If you fall in battle, turn to 314. 


295 


And then the mutated master of the Carnival of Chaos is standing 
before you, a half-formed spell already on his suppurating lips. 

The master of this coven of Daemonic entertainers is a power-crazed 
madman, who leads his hellish troupe throughout the backwaters of 
the Empire, bringing Father Nurgle’s tainted gifts to every settlement 
at which they stop. No doubt to the backward peasantry the master is 
an exotic and charismatic showman who brings outlandish entertain- 
ment into their otherwise-dreary lives. 

However, he is also a grotesque melange of contradictions. His ema- 
ciated face is barely more than a skull, while his belly is bloated and 
distended, and has burst through the front of his robe. His flesh is 
possessed of a waxy pallor, while yellow, pus-filled boils and crimson 
sores cover his skin. He walks with a limp, dragging his left leg behind 
him, while clearly being possessed of an unnatural vigour. 

The Carnival Master opens his toothless maw - exposing ulcerous 
gums - and draws in a great breath before exhaling again, spewing 
forth a noxious mist. 

Nurgle’s vile sicknesses cannot corrupt your undead flesh, but that 
doesn’t mean that the misbegotten plague sorcerer is powerless against 
you. 

The noxious mist surrounds your head in a thick cloud. 


If your Taint score is less than 8, turn to 359. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 8, 
turn to 73. 


296 


You suddenly find yourself face to chest with one of the human 
giants that accompanies the carnival. Thrice-cursed Nurgle’s influ- 
ence has worked upon this brute, the unnatural vitality of the Lord of 
Decay bolstering his already-prodigious strength, transforming what 
was once a mere man into a statuesque beast rippling with diseased 
muscles and empowered by supernatural vigour. In his hands, the 
brute holds a heavy hammer as if it were no more than a sideshow 
test-your-strength mallet, while on his head is an incongruously small 
harlequin’s hood. 

Uttering no sound other than an imbecilic grunt, the brute swings 
the hammer over his head, ready to break every last bone in your body. 


Brute 


Weapon: 
Hammer . xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you kill the brute, turn to 183. 
If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


ze 


Lost in the depths of the forest, you eventually stumble upon an ani- 
mal track and steer Angstraum onto it, hoping that it might prove to 
be a shortcut back to the main road. 

The Nightmare races through the forest, the track taking you deeper 
and deeper into the silent, shadow-haunted woodland. 

Suddenly a grim howl breaks the silence. Your heightened senses on 
edge, you hear the sound of something running towards you through 
the forest, and angry dog-like snarls. 

A moment later the Dire Wolves appear through the trees to either 
side of you, managing to keep pace with your mount as Angstraum 
negotiates the twisting, root-strewn path. 


If you are a von Carstein Vampire, turn to 392. 
If not, turn to 168. 


ZS 


As Angstraum gallops onwards through the night, the sluggish blood 
in your veins thrills at the prospect of the hunt to come. 

The gibbous moon of Morrslieb is growing in size on the far hori- 
zon, beyond the dagger-peaks of the Worlds Edge Mountains, its mere 
presence filling you with vampiric power. 

Unable to contain yourself, you give voice to a delighted howl of 
ecstasy. And, from the darkness that crowds your way through the 
woods, something answers your call with a howl of its own. 


Record on your Adventure Sheet that you are Chosen of the Wolf. 


Turn to 12. 


299 


Doing as the hostess bids, you guide Angstraum through the gates of 
the castle and into the courtyard beyond. Dismounting, you barely 
notice as an ostler takes your mount's reins and leads the Nightmare 
away to the stables; you are too caught up with the splendour on 
show, from the silken drapes to the gold-threaded tapestries adorning 
the entrance hall you pass through before reaching a grand ballroom. 

In the shadow of a great marble statue of a towering, handsome 
youth, the musicians play while the guests mingle - every one of them 
either strikingly handsome or stunningly beautiful, wearing the finest 
black and purple-trimmed gowns and frock coats, all of them hiding 
their faces behind exquisitely bejewelled masquerade masks. 

Your fellow guests greet you with broad smiles as you pass between 
them, clearly none of them considering your presence out of place. 

You are just thinking that this might be the perfect place to replenish 
your vampiric powers, among others of your kind, when suddenly the 
woman from the gate — at least she looks like the woman who greeted 
you at the gate — is there before you, goblet in hand. 

‘Would you care for a drink?’ she asks, proffering you the glass. 

Taking it, you give the rich, claret-coloured liquid a sniff. It appears 
to be blood. 


If you are of the Lahmian bloodline, turn immediately to 249. 
If not, and you wish to drink from the goblet, turn to 78. 
If you would prefer not to drink, turn to 232. 


300 


‘For Sigmar!’ the guards cry as you engage them in battle. 


2 Chapter House Guards 


Initiative: Guards 
Saves: Leather Armour (6) 


If you slay the guards, turn to 318. 
If they defeat you, turn to 314. 


301 


The bestial thing screams again and then goes for you, its need to taste 
blood again its one overriding instinct. 


Vargheist 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


Vargheists are formidable fighters. If you win your battle 
with this one, turn to 241. 


If you die, turn to 314. 


302 


‘| beg your forgiveness, your majesty,’ you say, dropping to one knee 
before the Ghoul King. You bow your head in deference, even though 
a part of you is screaming inside your mind that you should defend 
yourself. 

There is a moment's unnatural quiet, and then the Ghoul King 
barks something that causes its minions to scatter to the periphery 
of the chamber, the Strigoi’s command over-riding their cannibalistic 
natures. 

‘So I ask again,’ the Vampire barks, ‘who comes before the court of 
the Crimson King?’ 

You tell the Strigoi your name, and your bloodline, which elicits a 
snarl from the monster. But still it does not attack but instead asks in 
a phlegmy growl, ‘And why come here and risk the wrath of the King 
in Crimson?’ 

‘Because, my lord, | need your help,’ you reply. ‘These are dark times 
for all Vampire-kind and the servants of the false wartior-prophet Sigmar 
would hunt us down while we are divided and see an end to all of us.’ 


A guttural rumble rises from within the creature's barrel chest. ‘Go 
on. 

‘There is a place, not many leagues from here, called Fool's Rest, 
wherein lies an artefact of necromantic power. The Sigmarites keep it 
locked away for fear of what we might do if we possessed its power. 
And for that reason we must take it back.’ 

‘We?’ the Strigoi queries, an expression of feral cunning on its 
deformed face. 

‘I cannot break the wards protecting the place wherein the treasure 
lies. That is why I need your help, and the help of your court.’ 

‘Is that so?’ the King in Crimson says, grimacing. It takes you a 
moment to realise that the grimace is supposed to be a smile. ‘Imag- 
ine, one of your noble bloodline begging the King in Crimson for 
help.’ 

~ You say nothing but remain kneeling, with your head bowed, listen- 
ing to the rasping panting of the Ghouls surrounding you. 

‘I will agree to help you,’ the Strigoi says, ‘on one condition.’ 

The Ghoul King takes up a corroded chalice from beside its stone 
throne in one taloned hand. It looks like it might once have belonged 
to one of the warlord-chieftains who claimed dominion over these 
lands long before the founding of the Empire, but now it is a dented, 
damaged thing, missing many of the precious jewels that were once 
set into it, its rim crusted with a rime of dried blood. 

‘Swear fealty to me,’ the Ghoul King growls, offering the cup to you. 
‘Take the sacrament I offer you. Drink of my immortal blood.’ 

Itis all you can do not to gag when you set eyes on the sludgy, con- 
gealed contents of the chalice. 

‘Drink!’ the Strigoi hisses. ‘Drink deep.’ 

Every part of you is revolted by the thought of letting even a drop of 
the Strigoi’s foul blood pass your lips, but it would seem that the only 
way to convince the monster to ally its court to your cause is to drink. 


If you want to drink from the chalice, turn to 332. 


If you refuse, turn to 202. 


303 


As you struggle to find anything remotely like a mind that you could 
influence inside the spider, a host of much smaller spiderlings emerge 
from cavities in the monster’s undulating underbelly, scuttling and 
scurrying over the Arachnarok’s carapace, down its legs and across the 
forest floor towards you. 

They might be small but their fangs are just as strong, and they will 
be hard to deal with by dint of sheer numbers. 


Spider Swarm 


Fangs * x0.5 


Initiative: Spider Swarm 
Saves: None 


If you win, you still have the parent to deal with; 
turn to 311. 


If the swarm overwhelms you, turn to 314. 


304 


Pulling back the mildewed curtain, you climb into the back of the 
actors’ wagon. You are expecting to find the accoutrements of the 
players’ performances — spare costumes, props, perhaps even a box of 
make-up. But that is not what you find at all. 

A pentagram has been daubed on the bare boards of the ramshackle 
cart’s interior, and as you enter the darkness within, the dark runes 
surrounding the symbol glow a sickly green and start to smoke. The 
smoke rapidly thickens until, with a thud, a misshapen club foot 
clumps down on the wooden floor as something steps out of thin air 
and into the cart. 

Despite being humanoid in form, the thing before you is no human 
being. Its flesh is the sickly grey-green colour of decay, knots of its 


own entrails hanging from tattered holes in its bloated belly. Maggots 
wriggle from festering wounds while suppurating boils ooze pus and 
dribble slime onto the floor of the cart - although you can’t be sure 
you're actually inside the cart any more. 

The most distinctive and disturbing thing about the horror facing 
you now is its face. A single cataract-covered eye bulges from its centre, 
while a single twisted horn sprouts from the middle of its forehead. 

Hefting the rusted blade it carries in its tentacle-fingered hands — 
realising that you are clearly not a servant of the Plague God yourself 
~ the Plaguebearer attacks. 


Plaguebearer 


Weapon: 
Plaguesword - x15 


Initiative: Plaguebearer 
Saves: Daemonic Aura (5) 


If your battle with the Plaguebearer enters a 5th Combat 
Round, turn immediately to 262. 


If you defeat the grotesque abomination within 4 Combat 
Rounds, turn to 289. 


If the creature defeats you within 4 Combat Rounds, 
turn to 314. 


305 


‘Your fell powers will not work on me!’ this former member of the 
Blutsauger family declares. ‘I have sworn my soul to the Helden- 
hammer, who gives me the strength to overcome all evil, no matter 
what face it wears. The Blutsauger name is dead to me!’ 

‘So be it, cousin,’ you say with a sneer of contemptuous pride. ‘Then 
tonight the Malleus line dies as well!’ and you throw yourself at the 
Witch Hunter, Wyrmfang singing in your hand. 


Helmut Malleus, Witch Hunter 


Weapon: 
Rapier s xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 


If you win, turn to 50. 
If you die, turn to 314. 


306 


‘It is clear to me that Gholemia is under a curse,’ you say, addressing 
the room. ‘But what manner of curse is it?’ 


If your Taint score is less than 7, turn to 24. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 7, 
turn to 396. 


A hush descends over the tumult. Something is coming. Something 
powerful and deadly... 


Roll one dice. 


If the number rolled is odd, turn to 56. 
If the number rolled is even, turn to 393. 


308 


‘No!’ the Wight roars in a voice like a clap of thunder. ‘Never!’ 

As if in answer to its cry, thunder rumbles across the cloud-cast 
heavens. 

You exert all of your formidable willpower against the Wight, but 
still it resists. It is of a time before your kind made their power known 
in the land, and so does not recognise your authority. 

Unable to bind the Wight to your will, there is only one course of 
action left open to you. ‘Then begone, and trouble me no more!’ you 
scream with one last exertion of willpower. 

The Wight King gives a cry, turning to dust before your very eyes — 
dust which is then carried away on the wind. 

With no one now standing in your way, challenging your right to 
cross the ancient battlefield, you resume your progress across the 
plain. 


Turn to 256. 


309 


‘Have at you, fiend!’ the knight bellows, spurring his horse forwards, 
ready to deal with you as he would any of Night's Dark Masters. 


Knight of Morr 


Initiative: Knight of Morr 
Saves: Blessed Plate Armour (4) 


If you manage to defeat the knight in single combat, 
turn to 122. 


If the warrior defeats you, turn to 314. 


310 


Leaving the derelict manse, you set off again north for the Vale of 
Darkness, spurring Angstraum on with shouts and sharp kicks of your 
heels. 


Turn to 256. 


311 


To face such a behemoth in battle is a feat worthy of the very greatest 
warriors of Vampire legend. 

A blood-soaked battle-cry on your lips, you charge the monster. Its 
chitinous carapace is as hard as plate armour, so you are going to have 
to focus your attacks on its soft white underbelly. 


Arachnarok Spider 


Weapon: 
Claws and Fangs * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Chitinous Carapace (4) 


If you manage to slay the spider-behemoth, turn to 331. 
If the creature defeats you, turn to 314. 


312 


The ancient knights gallop forth in a regimented line, their warrior 
discipline not dulled in any way by the long years they have remained 
in the ground. 

In silent accord, the Black Knights ride forth to do battle with the 
Varghulf. The monster defends itself with savage lunges and long- 
reaching sweeps of its claws, while the knights strike with sword and 
lance. And through their unified attack they force the beast to the 
ground at last. 

The last act performed by the knights is for the Hell Knight that 
leads them to decapitate the Varghulf using his ancient sword. Then, 
their oath fulfilled, they quit the battlefield and gallop away into the 
night from whence they came. 


Strike the word Munus from your Adventure Sheet. 


Now turn to 382. 


Kicking your heels into Angstraum’s rotten sides, you spur the Night- 
mare forwards, up the hill towards the cannon’s redoubt, putting 
yourself between the descending bat-beast and its would-be slayers. 
The team are so surprised that their attempt to load and fire the curi- 
ous weapon flounders. 

As the Terrorgheist bears down on you, swinging cruelly curved tal- 
ons forwards and opening its mouth to give another baleful cry, you 
exert your formidable will against it. 


If you are of the von Carstein bloodline, turn to 326. 
If not, turn to 348. 


314 


You are an unnatural thing that has enjoyed an unnatural lifespan far 
longer than those of mortal men. But death has caught up with you at 
last, the true death of eternal damnation and utter oblivion, and there 
shall be no escaping the grave for you this time. 


Your adventure is over. 


3158 


Making it to the far bank of the underground river yourself, with a 
furious yell you throw yourself at the treacherous Skaven. 


If you have already battled the Warlock Engineer, reduce your 
opponent's Wounds accordingly. 


Warlock Engineer 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you win the battle against the Warlock Engineer, 
turn to 345, 


If the Warlock defeats you, turn to 314. 


316 


Calming yourself, you focus your attention on the rabble-rousing 
priest. After all, these superstitious villagers are only following his 
example. 


If you are a Lahmian Vampire, turn to 346. 


If you are a von Carstein or Blood Dragon Vampire, 
turn to 386. 


317 


You reek of death and emanate necromantic power wherever you go, 
and the animalistic Varghulf can sense that. Giving a screeching roar 
that is half way between a bat's shrill shriek and the sound made by 
a mange-maddened wolf, the Varghulf leaves off stripping the horse 
carcass and half-leaps, half-flies across the cavern to block your escape. 

The smell of blood about you drives the monster into a ravening 
feeding frenzy, and it seems like there's only one way out of this pre- 
dicament for you now. 


Turn to 217, 


318 


The Sigmarites lie dead at your feet before the gate. For a moment 
you are overcome by the Thirst that rages through you and you fall 
on them, glutting yourself on their still-warm blood before it has a 
chance to congeal in their veins. 


Regain 4 Wounds. 


You are sure your struggle with the Templars must have alerted those 
inside the fortified walls of the chapter house to the threat awaiting 
them. However, one of the treasures you seek lies within. 


If you want to break in to the chapter house to claim your 
prize, turn to 338. 


If you would rather leave and reconsider your options, 
turn to 279. 


319 


The powerful beast is dead, its warpstone-corrupted blood dribbling 
from the many dolorous wounds you dealt it with your sword. 
Clearly this tunnel is of Skaven construction, but what are the rat-kin 
doing under an abandoned graveyard in southern Sylvania, and what do 
they have to do with the Necromancer lord you are sure holds sway here? 


Turn to 90. 


3208 


Goaded by the cart’s Corpsemaster, the Zombies bound to the wagon 
haul the contraption beyond the edge of the village. 

It is here, where the pernicious forest has reclaimed land once kept 
clear by the farmers of Vassel, that you see the rusted railings and 
broken headstones of a long-abandoned graveyard. It is clearly some 
time since this Garden of Morr saw anyone care for either it or those 
interred within its mouldering earth. 

Upon reaching the open gates of the cemetery, the Corpse Cart passes 
right on through, entering the abandoned burial ground. Since you are 
following this carriage of the dead, you feel compelled to do the same. 


Turn to 340. 


321 


‘The Vargheist gives another scream of rage and betrayal that sends 
bats scattering from their roosts among the stalactites that adorn the 
roof of the cavernous chamber. 

‘The monster might once have been a noble-born Vampire — before 
its falling out of favour led to it being imprisoned within its sarcopha- 
gus - but now itis nothing more than an animal, its former personality 
having been subsumed by the need to feed. 

And yet animals can be tamed. Can't they? 


If your Taint score is less than 7, turn to 301. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 7, 
turn to 281. 


322 


‘You have served me well, Kurt,’ Viktor von Carstein says, declining 
his head in a respectful bow. ‘Our enemies are routed, moonset is on 
the way, and all that remains for the prophecy to be fulfilled is for you 
to hand over the sword, the cup and the chalice.’ 


If you have the word Sanctus written on your Adventure 
Sheet, or you do not want to hand over the three dark 
treasures, turn to 351. 


If you do not have the word Sanctus written on your 
Adventure Sheet, and you want to do as your master 
commands, turn to 100. 


323 


Bedecked in the lurid finery typical of the coaches of travelling thes- 
pians everywhere, you can understand how the cart draws the eyes of 
the peasantry of the dull and bland villages it passes through so eas- 
ily, luring them out to watch the carnival show. 

However, as you approach the cart you see how the canvas is tattered 
and rotten, how the wooden frame is splintered and bent, and the 
metalwork pitted and rusted. 

The cart’s guardian does not react as you dismount and approach 
the rear of the covered wagon and the curtained entrance you find 
there. 


If you want to explore inside the cart, turn to 304. 


If you would rather turn your attention to the story 
unfolding on stage, turn to 248. 
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324 


It is not only wolves, unquiet spirits and the walking dead that trou- 
ble the brooding forests of Sylvania. All manner of other horrors lurk 
within their twisted, cobwebbed depths as well. It is as you are cutting 
south through the Spider Haunts - an area of dense woodland that 
lies between the heartlands of Sylvania and the marshes bordering the 
Aver Reach - that you unfortunately run into one of them. 

You do not need your heightened vampiric senses to warn you of 
the monster's approach, but thanks to the close-packed trees there is 
little you can do to avoid meeting it either. 

Crashing its way through the forest - felling ancient oaks at its 
lumbering advance - is a creature that has stepped right out of an 
arachnophobe’s nightmare. 

As tall as the towering walls of a fortified manor house, a mass of 
armour-hard chitin, venom-dripping fangs and spiny, multi-jointed 
limbs, the monster stalks into the clearing in front of you, accom- 
panied by the gibbering cries of the Goblin host hanging from the 
ramshackle howdah of spider silk-bound branches that has been 
lashed to its thorny carapace. 

The spindly-limbed greenskins - with their feather headdresses and 
primitive spider-bone armour - gibber and hoot with even greater 
glee and excitement as they lay eyes upon you. 

The deepwood behemoth has clearly spotted you too, turning its 
head towards you, the eight great obsidian orbs of its eyes bulging as 
it follows your approach. 


If you are a Blood Dragon Vampire knight, turn to 311. 
If you are of the von Carstein bloodline, turn to 261. 


If you are one of the Lahmian sisterhood, turn to 361. 


S25 


‘Where do you think you're going?’ a woman asks you as you head 
back to the castle courtyard. It is the woman from the gate again... At 
least you think it is. 

‘That is none of your concern,’ you reply. 

‘Oh, but I think it is,’ comes a voice from behind you. Turning, you 
see the same woman again. But how can this be? Are they twins? 

‘You cannot leave before the ritual has even begun,’ another woman 
chides, her face that of the woman at the gate as well. 

Are these dark sisters triplets? Quadruplets? Are there more of them? 


‘| am leaving, and nothing you can do will change that,’ you state 
with cold clarity. 

‘Oh, I beg to differ,’ a fourth sister declares, opening her robe and 
allowing it to fall to the floor. 

Beneath, the woman is naked, but her nakedness appals you. Her 
smooth alabaster flesh is spoiled by the presence of cruel snapping 
claws, bird-like talons and black-scaled skin, although she still pos- 
sesses an unsettling, almost hypnotic glamour. 

‘You're not going anywhere!’ the monstrous creature hisses, her sis- 
ters shedding their clothes to reveal that they are hideous Daemonic 
creatures as well. 

They come at you, all of them, claws snapping. Hastily unsheathing 
your sword, you prepare to defend yourself against the Daemonettes. 


4 Daemonettes 


Weapon: 
Crab Claws 7 x0.5 


Initiative: Daemonettes 
Saves: Daemonic Aura (5) 


If you manage to kill the Daemonettes, turn to 389. 


If you are vanquished by your daemonic foes, turn to 314. 


326 


The Terrorgheist spreads its ragged wings wide, slowing its approach 
as it goes for you. And in that moment you meet the monster's beady 
yellow-eyed gaze. 


If you are Chosen of the Bat, turn to 384. 
If you are Chosen of the Wolf, turn to 348. 


a2e 


...and then Angstraum lands on the remaining span on the other side 
of the bridged ravine, sending mossy stones tumbling away into the 
gorge below. 

However, there is no sight of the carriage on the road ahead of you; 
it would appear that it has escaped you at last. 


Turn to 205. 


328 


The speed of the stake hurtling through the air is fast, but your preter- 
natural reactions are even faster. 

You urge Angstraum into performing an almighty leap, the Nightmare’s 
back hooves just missing the projectile as his feet leave the ground. 

Your steed lands again, after the stake has passed harmlessly by - the 
sharpened tree trunk impacting in the damp soil three hundred yards 
behind you — in the midst of the cannon’s crew. 


Turn to 379. 


le 


Having reached the top of the tower, you find yourself entering what 
appears to be an ancient laboratory. Bookcases crammed to overflow- 
ing with scrolls and dusty tomes line the walls, while around the 
room stand trestle tables and workbenches covered with all manner 
of charts, bubbling alembics and tiny manikin-figures fashioned from 
sprite bones and brass armatures. 

To your right stands a frame of black metal to which has been bound 
one arm, a pair of legs and a trunk of pilfered grave-flesh, while sus- 
pended from the cobwebbed rafters above you is what appears to be 
a taxidermist-stuffed river dragon. But whatever arcane necromantic 
practices might usually be performed within this laboratory, on this 
night some other ritual is being performed altogether. 

The clutter that fills the rest of the laboratory has been cleared 
from the centre of the chamber, revealing a magical circle etched 
into the flagstones, the overlapping sigils glowing as if filled with 
quicksilver. 

Standing atop a plinth at the centre of the circle is an ornate golden 
goblet, inlaid with blood-red rubies, carnelians and crimson garnets. 
Ifyou still had a pulse it would be racing by now - within your unbeat- 
ing heart you know that this is the cup you seek! 

But standing before the plinth and the chalice is a hideous creature. 
This reeking, cadaverous horror is as unlike you and the rest of your 
bloodline as a Vampire is to a wretched mortal being. Whereas most 
Vampires seek dominion over mankind, hoping to achieve it through 
force of arms or animal cunning, those deathless alchemists who go 
by the name of Necrarch seek nothing less than the end of all life. 

You can only imagine that the ritual the creature is performing here 
and now is to unlock the powers of the chalice and ultimately aid the 
vampiric sorcerer in his schemes. 

As you enter the chamber you realise that the wizened creature is 
talking to itself. 

‘Soon the secrets of the Blood Chalice of Bathori shall be ours,’ the 
horror giggles. ‘Then nothing shall stop Albrecht Hass from accom- 
plishing his plan and enacting the final solution.’ 

And then the Necrarch’s mood suddenly changes. 

‘Albrecht Hass cannot work with these distractions,’ the insane Vam- 
pire hisses. Clearly he is aware of your presence, but refuses to make 
eye contact with you. 

You step from the shadows, opening your mouth to speak, when 
a fluttering sound up in the rafters of the room lures your attention 


away from the Necrarch. Something is moving up there, something 
that can only exist thanks to the Necrarch’s blasphemous art. 

The thing appears to be humanoid, in that it has the pale torso of a 
forest sprite, but to this delicate elfin body has been stitched a pair of 
black raven’s wings. From the waist down it is possessed of the twitch- 
ing furry legs of a large arachnid. 

With a croaking cry like that of some carrion bird, the Deathsprite 
descends, and is soon joined by two more of the Necrarch’s undead 
vivisect experiments. 


3 Deathsprites 


Weapon: 
Claws * x0.5 


Initiative: Deathsprites 
Saves: None 


If you win your battle with the altered sprites, turn to 349. 
If you are vanquished by your foes, turn to 314. 
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330 


You pass through the shattered doorway and enter the roofless ruin 
of what could once have been a fine banqueting hall. From there 
you pass through other roofless rooms and broken-walled chambers 
until you come upon a broad flight of stone steps that descend into 
a vaulted undercroft. 

This great vaulted space could also have been a banqueting hall in 
more prosperous times. When the Orlok family were still in favour 
with the von Carsteins this must have been where legendary flesh ban- 
quets took place and where plots were hatched. Perhaps it was in this 
very subterranean chamber that the Orloks struck their deal with the 
Lahmians that sealed their fate. 

Mould-ruined tapestries still hang from the mossy walls, while all 
manner of detritus — everything from family portraits, defaced by mil- 
dew, to the relics of other lands and other times, now spoiled beyond 
repair — sits in several inches of brackish black water. 

But among all the strange, forgotten artefacts, broken statuary and 
rubble at the far end of the dank chamber you see a stone sarcophagus 
bound with heavy, rusted chains. 

Chiselled into the rim of the sarcophagus is aname: VON CARSTEIN. 


If you want to loosen the chains about the sarcophagus 
and open it, turn to 390. 


If you would rather leave the chained coffin well alone, 
turn to 370. 


331 


The Arachnarok Spider - one of the most formidable monsters ever to 
roam the forests of the Old World — is dead, by your sword. 


Gain 1 Taint point. 


With their arachnid deity dead, the Goblins flee in panic, scarpering 
back into the woods, even their primitive minds comprehending that 
if you can kill their god then they won't stand a chance. 

Untroubled any further by Goblins or spiders, you and Angstraum con- 
tinue on your way through the forests until you emerge on the other side. 


Turn to 109. 


a32 


Rising, you take the cup in both hands. You hesitate only for a 
moment before putting the cup to your lips and gulping down great 
mouthfuls of the corrupted ichor contained within. 


If your Taint score is less than 4, turn to 362. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 4, turn to 
SOL, 


Be ie 


_ The maelstrom is drawn towards the eye-sockets of the skull hanging 
about your neck, and in a moment the whirling magical wind of is gone. 


Turn to 294, 


334 


Passing through the trilith shoring up the entrance to the mound, you 
enter the darkness beyond. The lack of light doesn’t concern you: you 
can see just as well in the dark as a mere mortal would at noon ona 
cloudless day. 

The air within the stone-lined, clay-cut passageway is redolent with 
the stench of mouldering earth, death and insidious decay. 

You have lived far beyond the years of most mortals, thanks to the 
Blood Kiss gift of your sire, but the ancient cairns scattered throughout 
the lands of the Old World predate even the coming of Sigmar. These 
barrows are mounds of earth heaped over a tomb. They vary greatly in 
size, with some containing an ancient king and his entire household. 

You have not proceeded far into the barrow when the passageway 
splits, curving away to both left and right. Which way do you want to go? 


If you turn left, turn to 117. 
If you turn right, turn to 374. 


335 


‘Die, night-spawn! Helmut Malleus demands it!’ the Witch Hunter 
cries and throws himself at you, his rapier blade singing as it slices 
through the air towards your neck. 

You fight back with the newly claimed sword in your hand. 


Helmut Malleus, Witch Hunter 


Rapier . xl 


Initiative: Witch Hunter 
Saves: Breastplate (5) 
If you win, turn to 50. 


If you are vanquished, turn to 314. 


336 


Snarling like a wolf at bay, you charge the villagers with your sword 
drawn. Four of the burliest men rush forwards to meet your attack 
as the tavern dissolves into screams of panic and frantically fleeing 
folk. 


4 Villagers 


Weapon: 
Hand Weapon # xl 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Leather Armour (6) 


As soon as you kill the villagers, turn to 356. 
If you are defeated by your foes, turn to 314. 


moe Fd 


A hush descends over the tumult. Something is coming. Something 
powerful and deadly... 


Roll one dice. 


If the number rolled is odd, turn to 393. 


If the number rolled is even, turn to 26. 


338 


Opening the gate, steeling yourself against whatever opposition may 
await you within, you step over the threshold. 

As soon as breach the boundary of the chapter house you scream 
in pain, feeling as if your body is being consumed by furious flames. 
The Sigmarite stronghold stands on holy ground. Potent prayer-wards 
protect the building and those within from the predations of evil 
undead creatures such as yourself. 

You are hurled backwards by the burning wards, cast out from this 
holy place, and unable to enter without destroying yourself in the 
process. 


Lose 2 Wounds and 1 Taint point due to the searing power of the 
holy wards. 


As you lie on the ground, writhing in agony, your fears become real- 
ity. The Witch Hunters garrisoned within the chapter house arrive at 
the gate and find you - clearly a thing of evil - shaking and hissing in 
pain. 

‘Suffer not this grave-thing to live a moment longer!’ one of them 
shouts, and the Templars pour out of the gate towards you. 

What will you do? These zealous Sigmarites will be on you in 
seconds. 


If you want to flee into the night, turn to 358. 


If you want to face the Witch Hunters head on, 
turn to 378. 


339 


Using every unholy power at your disposal, you do what you can to 
captivate and bewitch the honourable knight. 


If your Taint score is less than 10, turn to 309. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 10, 
turn to 62. 


340 


You are barely through the gates of Morr’s neglected Garden when 
something which had been perched atop a crumbling crypt leaps at 
you from out of the darkness. 

Hunched and deformed, with bone-totems stuck through its flesh 
and tufts of thick hair sprouting from the spine of its hairless grey- 
green body, the creature is more animal than human, despite the fact 
that human is what it once was. 

Its elongated tongue hissing between fangs like pike’s teeth, the 
fiend claws at you with fingernails encrusted with putrefied gore and 
toxic grave dirt. 


Crypt Ghast 


Weapon: 
Claws _ x0.5 


Initiative: Crypt Ghast 
Saves: None 


If you kill the ghastly horror, turn to 70. 
If you are vanquished by the beast, turn to 314. 


341 


Your piercing eyesight picks out the banners adorning the walls of the 
castle and the pennants fluttering atop its towers, and you recognise the 
purple and black heraldry as belonging to that of the Verdrecht family. 

The intermingled family trees of the ancient families of Sylvania are a 
complex, tangled web of inbred embarrassments and strategic political 
alliances, as difficult to unpick as a tapestry, and yet you seem to recall 
that you heard some gossip once regarding the Verdrecht family that sug- 
gested they fell to darkness even before the coming of Vlad von Carstein. 


Now turn to 221. 


342 


With a savage snarl, the fearless Doom Wolf springs at the Varghulf. 
The monster gives a guttural growl of its own, in an answer to the 
corpse creature’s challenge. 

It is all over in a moment, ropes of pallid intestines spilling from the 
wolf's bifurcated body. 

Strike the word DAMNatus from your Adventure Sheet. 

But before it died, the wolf still managed to wound the monster - a 
series of bloody gashes across the Varghulf’s torso being testament to 
the sharpness of your defender’s claws. 


Wounded Varghulf 


Weapon: 
Huge Claws £ x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Vampiric Regeneration (5) 


If you win, turn to 368. 


If you are vanquished, turn to 314. 
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343 


Cutting across country, as you travel from the borders of Stirland 
heading for the northern reaches of Sylvania, you enter the rugged, 
cairn-strewn hills that border Grim Moor and the Helsee. 

Ancient tribes once scraped a living from these lands, long before 
the rise of Sigmar and the foundation of the Empire. They buried their 
dead rulers in their burial mounds while their shamanic holy men 
raised stone circles and monuments to the memory of great heroes 
and to appease the natural forces that determined the course of their 
simple lives. 

As Angstraum carries you across the leagues from Gholemia to Fool's 
Rest, you pass within sight of one of the largest and most notorious 
ancient monuments that litter the landscape — the place known as the 
Cairn Circle. 

A rumble of thunder grabs your attention as lightning bursts over 
the ring of standing stones. Even once the after-image of the light- 
ning burst has faded, ethereal ghost-lights still cling to the tips of the 
megaliths. 

Something is afoot - you can taste the tang of Dark Magic in the very 
air around you. 


If you want to make a diversion to investigate what is 
happening at the stone circle, turn to 366. 


If you would rather ignore the disturbance and continue 
on your way, not letting anything distract you from your 
quest, turn to 19. 


344 


The Necrarch stumbles as your sword penetrates his evil-saturated 
heart. As you watch, the unforgiving years catch up with Albrecht 
Hass at last. The already-taut skin covering his skull tightens still fur- 
ther and tears. The yellow beads of the creature's eyes crack and ooze 
like egg yolks. 

The creature claws at you - renouncing its death with silent screams 
as its withered vocal chords shrink and snap - talon-like fingernails 
splintering as ancient bones crack and crumble to dust. 

The master of the Sundered Tower is now nothing more than a pile 
of mouldering bones. The face of the Necrarch’s broken skull stares up 
at you from the heap on the floor, ophidian fangs bared. 

With the Necrarch’s demise, a wind rises within the laboratory again, 
but this time the Dark Magic released by the sorcerer’s death energises 
you, the stilled blood thrilling in your veins. 


Regain 2 Wounds and add 1 to your Taint score. 


The Necrarch dead, you turn your attention to the cup still standing 
upon the plinth at the centre of the room at a confluence of magical 
symbols. 

The artistry displayed in the ornamentation of the goblet and the 
precious metals and gemstones from which it is fashioned are fit for 
a countess of the von Carstein family. For the cup before you is the 
Blood Chalice of Bathori and was once in the possession of the Wolf 
of Drakenhof Castle’s immortal beloved. 

Stepping up to the plinth, in awe of the object that stands upon it, 
you see that it is filled with what appears to be fresh blood. At the 
sight of the crimson fluid you feel the influence of the cursed chalice 
quickening in your veins. 


If you want to drink from the cup, turn to 373. 


If you simply want to take the enchanted cup without 
drinking from it first, turn to 388. 


345 


The Warlock Engineer dead at last, your eye is caught by a pendant 
the Skaven was wearing around its neck on a verdigrised copper 
chain. It is a censer ball containing a gnawed piece of pure warpstone. 


If you want to take the Warpstone Talisman, 
add it to your Adventure Sheet. 


The Skaven possesses nothing else of interest to you; you cannot 
fathom how it made its warp-lightning staff work, and besides, you 
feel much more comfortable with a sword in your hand. 

You still do not believe that you have come face to face with the true 
power that holds dominion in this place of death and corruption, so 

~ you consider the way forward. 

Of the two exits from the cave on this side of the river, the one to the 
right looks like a Skaven-dug tunnel while the one to the left is framed 
by an archway of dressed stone above which has been carved a skull 
and bones memento mori. 


If you want to leave by the passageway to the left, 
turn to 251. 


If you want to proceed along the tunnel to the right, 
turn to 160. 


346 


‘Can you not see, | am but an innocent girl, lost in these wild lands,’ 
you begin, your penetrating gaze and the lilting tone of your voice 
working together to create a mesmeric influence. ‘You surely would 
not think me a threat, would you, my lord?’ 

‘There are no innocents in this accursed land,’ the priest growls. ‘Tell 
me, if you are but an innocent girl, why do you carry the sword of a 
soldier and ride some grave-spawned steed?’ 

Clearly the priest's own powers make him resistant to yours. Having 
no other arguments to offer, there are only two courses of action left 
open to you. 


To ride from this place as quickly as you can, turn to 293. 
To prepare to defend yourself by force of arms, turn to 52. 


347 


Retreating from the Varghulf’s lair, you soon come to the turning that 
you hope will take you to the very heart of the ancient burial mound. 


Turn to 367. 


348 


The Terrorgheist’s deathly shriek is nothing less than a barrage of 
eldritch power. The monster's sonic assault stuns you temporarily, 
giving the monster time to bring its lethal gutting claws to bear. 

Shaking yourself free of the paralysing effect of the Terrorgheist’s 
death-shriek, you unsheathe your sword just in time as the bat-mon- 
ster attacks. 


Terrorgheist 


Weapon: 
Tooth and Claw : x0.5 


Initiative: Terrorgheist 
Saves: Regeneration (6) 


As soon as you reduce the Terrorgheist’s Wounds to 2 or 
fewer, turn to 369. 


If you are vanquished by your foe, turn to 314. 


349 


The hellish vivisects fall at last, reduced now to their component 
parts. 

‘Albrecht Hass must have silence!’ the wizened Vampire screeches, 
making eye contact with you at last. 

You open your mouth to speak again but something is wrong. You 
are stuck dumb, feeling the Necrarch’s gaze boring into you. You are a 
powerful Vampire in your own right but you are not a Vampire lord, 
and such abilities as you have are no match for a deathless sorcerer 
such as Albrecht Hass. 


If you have a Mirror Shard, turn the word etched upon 
it into numbers using the code A=1, B=2... add the 
numbers together and turn to the paragraph which is 
the same as the total. 


If you do not have a Mirror Shard, turn to 380. 


SHADOWS OVER SYLVANIA 


350 


Letting loose a terrifying yet familiar deathly shriek, the Terrorgheist 
swoops down out of the pall of night, the exposed bones of its limbs 
and spine glowing eerily in the light of the Chaos moon. 

The undead Dragon turns to meet the Terrorgheist’s swooping 
attack, uttering its own roar of defiant fury. 

The giant bat is almost as big as its opponent, but the battle is soon 
over nonetheless, as the Zombie Dragon tears the bat-beast apart with 
its terrible talons. 

Strike the word UuuLatus from your Adventure Sheet. 

Letting the shredded corpse of the Terrorgheist fall to the ground, 
the Dragon continues its descent to you, ready to engage you in battle. 
But as it does so, you see that the Terrorgheist did manage to deal the 
drake several grievous wounds before meeting its end. 

Might you yet be victorious in the battle against the Zombie Dragon, 
thanks to the sacrifice of the bat-beast? 


Wounded Zombie Dragon 


Weapon: 
Claws . x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Armoured Hide (4) 


If you win, turn to 210. 
If you are slain by the beast, turn to 314. 


351 


Something within you resists the pull of Viktor’s nevertheless forceful 
will. 

After all, why should he be the one to claim the throne that waits 
within Drakenhof Castle when it is you who is already in possession 
of the three unholy treasures on Hexensnacht? 

Sensing the doubt demonstrated by your hesitation, Viktor von 
Carstein fixes you with eyes that are suddenly the black-pupilled yel- 
low orbs of a wolf. 

‘Give me the treasures,’ he growls. 


If your Taint score is less than 11, turn to 100. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 11, 
turn to 371. 


he 


You ride away from the village of Korzenfal as quickly as you can, 
leaving its populace to their pre-determined fate. 


Turn to 171. 


353 


In your hurry to get from Gholemia to the southern stretches of Syl- 
vania as quickly as possible, you cut across country, over the blasted 
moorland that forms the Stirland border with the accursed county. 
Within this wild landscape lie the Banshee-haunted Screaming Tor and 
Blood Wood, where Vampire bats the size of wolves roost, the ground 
beneath the trees watered by the blood that drips from their fangs, the 
forest floor littered with the gristly carcasses of previous kills. 

You re-join the road outside the village of Tollheim. You have no 
intention of stopping there — after all, neither you nor your steed take 
sustenance in the manner of mere mortals - but it would seem that 
some higher power would cause you to tarry on your way to uncover 
the next artefact nonetheless. 

Beyond the broken palisade that corrals the village, you reach a 
crossroads that is bustling with activity. A group of men, whom you 
take to be villagers, are dragging what looks like a relatively new coffin 


from a hole in the ground in the shadow of a signpost. 

The men are being urged on by a bald-headed priest, who holds a 
burning brand above his head, so all can see as they go about their 
grisly work. An iron breastplate covers his ruddy robes, engraved with 
a twin-tailed comet. 

As you approach the crossroads, the men break open the coffin 
and a burly blacksmith takes his forge hammer and a stake of white- 
thorn in hand and, resting the tip of the stake against the breast of the 
shrouded corpse, brings the hammer down hard with one powerful 
strike. You cringe as the stake enters the corpse and a welter of blood 
spurts from the punctured heart beneath. 

The corpse's eyes flick open and its face becomes a rictus of agony as 
a nerve-shredding howl escapes its blood-flecked lips. 

Witnessing the death ofa fellow Vampire at the hands of these Sigmar- 

~ fearing villagers leaves even you feeling shaken. The other's death is a 
stark reminder that mortal men can be just as much of a threat to you 
as you are to them. 


Lose 1 Taint point for witnessing the death of the Vampire. 


You are considering what to do next when you hear a cry of, ‘Halt! 
Who goes there?’ The rabble-rousing priest has spotted you. 


If you are a Blood Dragon Vampire, turn to 130. 
If not, turn to 52. 


354 


As the scene before you dissolves into mindless mayhem, you prepare 
to face whatever horrors the Carnival of Chaos might throw at you. 


Roll one dice. 


If the number rolled is odd, turn to 296. 


If the number rolled is even, turn to 226. 


aos 


Taking arms against the monstrous Varghulf, you engage your enemy 
in bloody combat. 


Varghulf 


Weapon: 
Huge claws * x0.5 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Vampiric Regeneration (5) 


If you win, turn to 368. 


If you are vanquished by your foe, turn to 314. 


356 


The bar-room of the tavern looks more like an abattoir now, with 
blood splashed from wall to wall. Most of the villagers have fled; the 
few that remain are nothing more than gibbering wrecks, hiding in 
the corners or under tables. 

You take a moment to lap up the blood of the fallen, feeling it 
replenishing your unnatural, undead body. 


Gain 2 Wounds. 


There is nothing more to be gained by remaining here any longer, and 
so you leave the tavern, returning to the empty streets of Gholemia. 


Turn to 44. P 


357 


Turning off from the main path, you lead Angstraum onto the 
well-worn animal track that runs between the trees. The Nightmare 
gallops along the track, tree branches whipping at your face as your 
steed carries you deeper and deeper into the silent, shadow-haunted 
woodland. 

Suddenly a grim howl breaks the silence. Your heightened senses on 
edge, you hear the sound of something running towards you through 
the forest, and angry dog-like snarls. 

A moment later the Dire Wolves appear through the trees to either 
side of you, managing to keep pace with your mount as Angstraum 
negotiates the twisting, root-strewn path. 


If you are a von Carstein Vampire, turn to 392. 
If not, turn to 168. 


358 


It feels wrong to flee the scene when the treasure you seek must lie 
only a matter of yards away. But the men pouring from the chapter 
house are no mere pitchfork-wielding peasant rabble; they are Witch 
Hunters, trained in the art of killing all manner of monsters, and they 
will not rest until one of them has plunged a stake of whitethorn 
wood through your unholy heart. 

Fleeing into the night, Angstraum swiftly carries you out of harm's 
way. You retreat to the safety of the hills beyond the town and recon- 
sider your actions. But knowing that one of the dark treasures was 
almost within your grasp still rankles. 


Lose 1 Taint point for fleeing from the Witch Hunters. 


Turn to 279. 


359 


The mist smothers you, befuddling your senses, making even you gag 
with its pernicious stench. 


For the duration of the next battle (and the next battle only) you 
must reduce your Attacks by 1. 


Now turn to 73. 


360 


‘Oh my daughter, my beautiful Estella, | knew you wouldn't let me 
down, despite what your sisters said!’ Hekate thrills, although your sis- 
ters look less than pleased. No doubt they fear that their own vaunted 
positions may be threatened since you have succeeded in your quest. 

‘You have the sword? And the ring?” 

‘| do indeed, mistress,’ you reply. 

‘The cup,’ she says excitedly. ‘Show me the cup!’ 

You do as bidden and Hekate immediately snatches the Blood 
Chalice from your grasp. Without a moment's hesitation, she puts 
the goblet to her mouth and drinks deeply of its bloody contents, her 
gulps interspersed with groans of ecstasy. 

When she is done, she lowers the cup and distractedly hands it back 
to you as she wipes the back of a hand across her full lips, her alabas- 
ter skin appearing even more pale and youthful than it did before. 

‘And now, Estella, my sweet Estella, you must be rewarded.’ 

The Vampire queen takes a pendant from about her swan-like neck 
and places it over your head. 

Hanging from the chain is a single glittering ruby, cut to resemble a 
drop of blood. As you stare in wonder at the gem, the way it catches 
the light of the Chaos moon, you could almost believe there was 
blood swirling within it. 


Add the Bloodstone of Lahmia to your Adventure Sheet. For as 
long as you wear the Bloodstone you may reduce any Damage you 
suffer in battle by 1 point. 


‘Tonight, Estella,’ the queen pronounces, ‘we shall claim dominion 
of these accursed lands in the name of Neferata, first among all Vam- 
pires, and then we shall recreate our once-great desert kingdom here, 
at the heart of the Empire, with you at my side.’ 


She turns her ancient eyes from peering into your soul to the armies 
massing in the valley below. 

‘But like any prize worth having, it must be fought for. Fight with me 
now, Estella, for the glory of Lahmia and the delectation of your queen!’ 


Turn to 59. 


361 


The power the Lahmians have over all the base things that crawl or 
wriggle or slither under the sun is well known. Spiders, insects, scor- 
pions and serpents all answer to the call of the queens of the desert, 
hearing the echo of the arid lands from which the first of them hailed 

. so many thousands of years ago. But can those same siren powers be 
used to beguile the Arachnarok Spider? 


If you want to attempt to beguile the Arachnarok, turn to 
281. 


If you would rather trust your fate to your sword’s sharp 
edge, turn to 311. 


362 


The Strigoi’s foul blood squirms and writhes inside you, as if it is 
some leech-like living thing itself. Unable to help yourself you start 
to retch, your Vampire body trying to regurgitate the corrupted blood 
— but it is to no avail. The writhing worm inside your gut stubbornly 
stays put. 

And then a change comes over you - an eerie, mindless peace — even 
as you feel your physical features start to change. Your eyes sink into 
their sockets, your skin takes on the green tinge of decay, and your 
fingernails begin lengthening into claws. 

‘Kneel before your king and kiss my hand.’ 

You kneel again before the Ghoul King without hesitation, touching 
your lips to the monster's filthy fingers. 

‘Now you serve me,’ the King in Crimson growls, ‘my thrall.’ 

Your will is no longer your own. Your former loyalties and the quest 
you were set upon are forgotten as you join the Ghoul pack in feasting 
on the decaying flesh of the dead. 


Your adventure is at an end. 


363 


A flash of your baleful glare and a sharp hiss of irritation are enough 
to bring the shambling Undead to a halt, leaving you to pass by 
unhindered, the Zombies watching you leave with white, vacant eyes. 


Turn to 186. 


364 


From the lazar house, the track turns east, leading - you imagine - in 
the direction of Vassel after all. To the south lie the waters of the Corpse 
Run stretch of the Aver Reach, a notorious body of water that forms a 
nauseating barrier between the southern stretches of Sylvania and the 
province of Averland. To the north lie the malodorous swamps. 

The track finally crosses a sluggish stream that connects the river to 
the bogs north of here, dropping down to a ford. Thinking nothing of 
it, you guide Angstraum into the shallows. 

There is a commotion within the water and a monstrous fish bursts 
from the stream, its appearance surprising even you. Nagash alone 
knows what it was once was, but now it is a warpstone-mutated hor- 
ror, all elongated fangs and spines and clawed fins. 

The unwholesome Corpse Run is tainted with warpstone dust and, 
as a result, is home to many mutated fish, which feed on the corrupted 
corpses that end up at the bottom of the river after the spring thaw washes 
through surrounding burial grounds, both new and ancient alike. 

Opening a mouth as large as your horse's head, with a flick of its 
huge tail the mutant leaps at you. 


Initiative: Warpfish 
Saves: None 


If you prevail against your unexpected attacker, 
turn to 397, 


If your enemy bests you, turn to 314. 


365 


You head north-west, cutting across the barren moorlands of the 
Stirland-Sylvania border, until you find yourself passing through 
the lands of the Lord of Stehenmark and come upon the village of 
Korzenfal - according to the mouldering sign that creaks above the 
road that winds down into the settlement. 

Following the road down into the valley, and intending to pass 
straight through and continue on your way north-west, you are sur- 

- prised to hear sounds of laughter and merry-making, and the yodelling 
melody of a hurdy-gurdy coming from the heart of the village. 

The music leading you onwards, you soon find yourself approach- 
ing the village square, where you are met by a curious sight. 

A rough stage has been set up before the village tavern and a crowd 
of people ~ quite possibly the entire populace of Korzenfal, judging 
by the size of the crowd ~ has gathered before it. They appear to be 
mesmerised by the strange play that has been put on for their benefit. 

The players are a misshapen bunch of midgets, hulking giants of 
men and moon-masked players, all dressed in garish costumes of red 
and yellow that have clearly seen better days. 

At the edge of the square stands the players’ cart, the ponies in its 
traces hooded like the figure keeping an eye on the wagon. 


If you want to stop and watch the performance, 
turn to 248. 


If you want to take a closer look at the players’ cart, 
turn to 323. 


If you would rather simply be on your way, turn to 352. 


366 


As you ride through the hills towards the escarpment atop which the 
Cairn Circle stands, a thick mist begins to rise from the hummocks 
of burial mounds, oozing between the weather-worn stones, and an 
eerie moaning carries to you on the whining wind. 


If you are in possession of Vanhal’s Ring, you will have a 
number associated with it; multiply that number by ten 
and turn to this paragraph. 


If not, turn to 346. 


367 


The passageway descends deeper into the man-made hill before 
opening out into a vast sepulchral cavern. Crudely cut stones line the 
walls, with spaces between them leading off to other, smaller burial 
chambers. But you pay these no heed, your attention focussed on the 
macabre sight that greets your eyes, and makes even a Vampire of 
your dark experience baulk in disgust. 

Filling the chamber — with their stink and noise as well as their sheer 
numbers - is a pack of ravenous Ghouls. These stooped and degener- 
ate cannibals are currently devouring the passengers they abducted 
from the wrecked stagecoach, along with the travellers’ guard dog 
attendants and a pair of horses. 

Sensing your arrival, the filthy, sallow-skinned Ghouls turn, hissing, 
their eyes rolling insanely in their heads, lips pulling back to reveal 
sharp-pointed teeth wet with blood, their mouths dripping with drool 
and gobbets of gore. 

You return the Ghouls’ greeting with a snarl of your own. The degen- 
erates pick up the bones and limbs they are gnawing on and retreat to 
the far side of the chamber. 

But there is one thing - one presence ~ that dominates this cham- 
ber. On the far side stands the remnants of what must have once been 
a carved stone throne, the granite stained almost black with dried 
blood, a myriad skulls heaped around it. 

Crouched within — rather than seated upon - this macabre throne 
is a pallid-skinned abomination, mutated by its troglodytic exist- 
ence and debased diet. As broad across the shoulders as an Ogre 
and with thick bony spines bursting from its back, its fingers elon- 
gated into claws, the creature is a devolved and hate-filled horror. 


And yet it still holds dominion here. 

As you enter the chamber the Ghoul King rips the head from the 
corpse of a woman clad in the fine garb of a lady, and slurps congeal- 
ing blood from the stump of her neck. 

Finishing its meal, it lowers the blood-drained body and fixes you 
with a furious jaundiced stare. ‘Who dares enter the court of the King 
in Crimson and disturb our feast?’ the abomination slavers, its voice 
little more than a bloody gargle. 

The next utterance the creature makes is nothing more than a series 
of snarls and barks, their meaning unintelligible to your ears. But the 
dining Ghouls understand all too well. 

With the bloody bones they've been sucking the marrow from in 
their clawed hands, the subjects of the Strigoi Ghoul King’s court 
advance towards you with malevolent intent. 


If you want to prepare to defend yourself against 
the Ghouls, turn to 32. 


If you want to apologise to the King in Crimson for 
disturbing its feast, turn to 302. 


368 


The Varghulf is dead. By beating the untameable beast you feel as if 
you have mastered something of the beast inside your own savage 
soul. 


Gain 1 Taint point. 


Now turn to 382. 


369 


Under your relentless assault the Terrorgheist is starting to weaken. 
As it stalks across the churned-up ground towards you, walking on its 
bony pinions, you fix its near-blind eyes with a transfixing stare and 
bring the full force of your will to bear against the beast. 


If your Taint score is less than 5, turn to 72. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 5, 
turn to 384. 


370 


This haunted hall, a testament to the grandeur of former times that 
stands as a stark warning as to the fate that awaits those who displease 
the lords of these accursed lands, has nothing else to offer you. You 
also get the feeling that to linger here would be to invite the fate that 
befell the Orlok family upon yourself. 

Making your way back up and out of the derelict manse’s vaults, you 
set off again north for the Vale of Darkness, spurring Angstraum on 
with shouts and sharp kicks. 


Turn to 256. 


371 


‘Never!’ you throw back. ‘I claimed them. They are mine.’ 

‘They are yours?” the count roars, and a terrible transformation over- 
takes him. ‘Then I shall simply have to tear them from your cold dead 
hands.’ 

The nails burst from the tips of his fingers, becoming hooked, gut- 
ting claws, while his fine clothes are shredded as his body swells in 
size. The bones of his legs twist, break and re-form, shaping them- 
selves into the hindquarters of a wolf, while his arms become knotted 
with thick ropes of muscle. 

The aura of dark majesty surrounding the Vampire lord is palpable. 

What have you started? There is no way you can back down from 
this fight now, But can you take Viktor von Carstein, or are you des- 
tined to fail and have your unnaturally long life reach its end here? 

There can be no escaping the battle to come, but will you face it 
alone or with the creatures of the night fighting at your side? 


If you have the word Sanctus written on your Adventure 
Sheet, turn immediately to 85. 


If not, but you have the word Noctus still written on your 
Adventure Sheet, and want to call on the creatures of the 
night to aid you in your battle against the bestial Viktor 

von Carstein, turn to 385. 


If you do not have either word written down, or you wish 
to face your former mentor Vampire-to-Vampire, 
turn to 6. 


372 


Staring up at the black walls of the ancient watchtower, you see the 
silhouettes of bats flitting about its crumbling crenulations. 


If you are Chosen of the Bat, turn to 216. 
If not, turn to 138. 


373 


Putting the cup to your lips, you drink deeply of the warm sticky 

fluid. Your undead body thrills at the sensation of the blood filling 

your stomach and you feel its restorative energy working its way into 
" every part of you. 


Recover 2 Wounds. 
As you watch, the goblet fills with bubbling blood again. 


You may drink from the Blood Chalice after every battle that you 
survive and instantly regain 2 Wounds. (Make a note of this 
on your Adventure Sheet.) 


Now turn to 388. 


374 


You follow the passageway as it curves away to the right, deeper into the 
mound. The first warning you have that something is waiting for you in 
the darkness ahead is the sound of flesh being stripped from a carcass. 
And then you round a stone-supported corner and find yourself almost 
tripping over the corpse of a wolfhound that is in the process of being 
devoured by the monster lurking at the end of the tunnel. 

In aspect it is very like a wolf, other than for the rents in its side 
through which you glimpse putrescent intestines, the huge skinless 
skull and the green balefires glowing in the sockets where its eyes 
would once have been. In size, it is more like a small horse. 

The Doom Wolf’ lair marks the end of the passageway; to proceed 
any further through the barrow, you are going to have to go back the 
other way. 

It is as you are considering this that the Doom Wolf senses your 


presence. Letting the carcass of the dead dog drop from its jaws, a 
rumbling growl rising from its rotted chest cavity, it pads towards you. 


If you want to meet the Doom Wolf’ challenge, 
turn to 97. 
If you would rather try to subjugate the undead thing to 


your will, and you are of the von Carstein bloodline, 
turn to 7. 


If you want to attempt to subjugate the beast but are not 
of the von Carstein bloodline, turn to 47. 


375 


You have succeeded in finding the sword spoken of in the dark 
prophecy. 


Gain 1 Taint point. 


As the shadows beyond the chapter house envelop you once more, 
you are welcomed by a whinnied snort from your patiently waiting 
steed. Mounting the Nightmare once more, you set off on the next leg 
of your quest. 


To head west, in search of another of the treasures, 
turn to 86. 


To head south, in search of another of the treasures, 
turn to 324. 


If you have already tried to find all three of the treasures 
mentioned in the dark prophecy, turn to 333. 


376 


There is nothing to be gained from antagonising these people, 
beyond perhaps setting them against you, and so you vacate the tav- 
ern as quickly as you entered it. 

Wisely, the villagers do not follow. 


Turn to 44, 


ore 


A hush descends over the tumult. Something is coming. Something 
powerful and deadly... 


Roll 1 dice. 


If the number rolled is odd, turn to 26. 
If the number rolled is even, turn to 56. 


378 


Your own sword in hand now, you prepare to meet the Witch Hunt- 
~ ers’ charge head on, spitting and hissing in response to the holy oaths 
they hurl in your direction. 


4 Templars of Sigmar 


Initiative: Guards 
Saves: Light Armour (5) 


If you manage to kill every last one of the Sigmarites, 
turn to 398. 


If your enemies best you, turn to 314. 


a79 


The men come at you, with sabres drawn and a look of steely resolve 
on their faces. The Master Engineer at their back takes aim with his 
rifle but then either thinks better of it, or his weapon jams, and he 
draws a fine rapier instead - no doubt some ornate family heirloom. 

You must fight the Master Engineer and the gunnery crew under his 
command all together. 


3 Crewmen 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Light Armour (5) 


Master Engineer 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Light Armour (5) 


If you win, turn to 271. 
If your enemies best you, turn to 314. 


380 


You know that you must fight the mesmerising power of the 
Necrarch, but knowing a thing and managing to make it happen are 
two entirely different matters. 

If your Taint score is less than 9, turn to 394, 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 9, 
turn to 204. 


381 


Attempting to fix all of its eight cannonball eyes with your beguiling 
gaze, you try to use your will to penetrate the Arachnarok’s arachnid 
intelligence. 


If your Taint score is less than 7, turn to 303. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 7, 
turn to 103. 


382 


You suddenly find yourself in a place of calm amid the clamour, as if 
you stand at the eye of the storm of battle raging around you. And it is 
then you feel an eerie shiver of dread pass through you, as if someone 
has walked over your unoccupied grave. 


If you have the word VeNatus written on 
your Adventure Sheet, turn to 23. 


If not, turn to 123. 


383 


The enraptured villagers turn as one to face you, and you realise 
that you are too late: these wretches are already the puppet-things of 
Chaos, their minds no longer their own. 

You are overwhelmed by the sheer number of them, their numbers 
bolstered by the Chaos-worshipping carnie folk. Your end, when it 
comes, is swift and brutal, as you are held down and beheaded by a 
woodsman’s axe. 


Your adventure is at an end. 


384 


The Terrorgheist is no match for your more powerful mind, and soon 
the beast is cowering and fawning before you. 

Having such a monstrous living nightmare at your command could 
prove useful in the future, but for the time being you are done here. 
You dismiss the giant undead bat with a hissing snarl, knowing that it 
will nonetheless return when you summon it. 


Write the word Unutatus in the Allies box on your Adventure Sheet. 


The Terrorgheist gone, for the time being at least, you turn your atten- 
tion to the gunnery crew. 


Turn to 399. 


385 


At your call the creatures of the night rush to your position. But when 
they come before the bestial form of Viktor von Carstein, the wolves 
cringe and how! in fear while the bats rise into the air in their droves, 
But only for a moment... 

Before you know it the bats are descending again, flapping at you 
with their claw-tipped pinions, while the wolves turn, baring their 
teeth as savage snarls rattle from their ribcages. 

In an instant your former allies turn on you, sparing you none of 
their savagery. Already overwhelmed by the sheer number of animals 
attacking you, when Viktor joins the fray - driven with bloodlust - 
you do not live to see another moonrise. 


Your adventure has come to a brutal end. 


386 


‘Do you not recognise one of your elders and betters?’ you say, fixing 
the priest with a wolfish stare, while the sonorous tone of your voice 
numbs the minds of the weak-willed villagers. ‘Now, let me pass.’ 

‘T recognise one of my elders,’ the priest says, his grip tightening on 
the burning brand in his hand, ‘but how can a grave-leech like you be 
considered better than me, a devoted follower of the Heldenhammer?’ 

Clearly the priest's own powers make him resistant to yours. 

And then suddenly he is there before you, hurling the burning brand 
at you as he goes for the warhammer notched to his belt. The action 
seems to have the additional effect of shaking the villagers from their 
stupor. 

The flaming torch sets fire to your clothes, forcing you to beat the 
flames out with your bare hands. 


Lose 2 Wounds. 


If you are still alive, all you can do is prepare to meet the 
mob’s frenzied attack; turn to 130. 


If the flame engulfs you, turn to 314. 


387 


The county of Sylvania is dotted with castles, towers and mansions, 
home to its corrupted aristocracy that are nonetheless glowing bea- 
cons of civilisation amid the squalor of the peasants’ lives and the 
physical corruption of the land. 

The general populace exist in abject poverty, happy to live off what 
meagre scraps fall from the over-laden feast tables of their betters. Ever 
was it so and such extravagant practices continue, even though most 
of the noble houses of Sylvania no longer need meat and drink to 
sustain themselves. 

As you ride north you pass a cliff-top castle overlooking the gulf of 
a river-cut ravine. Lights blaze in the windows of the palace and burn- 
ing braziers mark the way to its grand gatehouse. In a land where so 
many ancient castle seats have fallen into tragic states of disrepair, 
this particular palace appears to be as magnificent as when it was first 
raised centuries ago. 


If you are of the von Carstein bloodline, turn to 341. 
If not, turn to 221. 


388 


You have found the lost cup of Isabella von Carstein, one of the dark 
treasures you have been tasked with recovering. 


Add the Blood Chalice of Bathori to your Adventure Sheet, and 
make a note that there are 169 gems set into it. 


You descend the Sundered Tower, untroubled by the Undead - or 
anything else for that matter - now that the Necrarch’s power has 
been broken and is gone from this place. 

Once you are outside, you are met by your old friend Angstraum. 
Remounting the Nightmare, you turn towards Sylvania again as you 
determine where your quest will lead you next. 


If you want to return to Sylvania and head north, in your 
hunt for another of the treasures, turn to 343. 


If you want to head to the southern reaches of your 
homeland, in search of another of the treasures, turn to 353. 


If you are done searching for the three treasures 
mentioned in the dark prophecy, turn to 245. 


389 


You are victorious once again! Having escaped the clutches of the 
servants of the Prince of Pleasure, you only hope that you have not 
tarried too long from your appointed task. 

Leaving the castle far behind, you continue on your way north. 


Turn to 19. 


390 


Intrigued as to what you might find inside the coffin, you untangle 
the knot of chains and send them clattering to the flooded floor with 
a splash. But the chains were there for a reason... 

With a crack as loud as a thunderclap, the sarcophagus opens, the 
heavy lid thrown back as a monstrous beast breaks free of its stone 
prison. 

The creature towers over you, blood-red membranous wings 
stretched out behind it. Its muscular body is partially covered by a pelt 
of matted fur, and while its hands end in savage talons, its feet have 
become bird-like claws. The thing’s ears are large and taper to sharp 
points, while its nose is a bat-like snout. Opening a mouth crammed 
with bestial fangs, the Vargheist gives voice to a dreadful shriek of fury 
and hunger. 

Vargheists are the manifest darkness present in every Vampire's soul. 
The thing looming over you now was once a noble Vampire like your- 
self, but through decades of incarceration and the warping influence 
of Dark Magic it has devolved into a ravening predator, desperate to 
slake its thirst for blood again. 


If you are of the von Carstein bloodline, turn to 281. 
If you are of the Blood Dragon bloodline, turn to 301. 


If you are of the Lahmian bloodline, turn to 321. 


Bod. 


If feels as if the Strigoi’s foul ichor is a living thing, writhing and 
twisting inside you, but you manage to conquer your body's over- 
whelming desire to expel the foul stuff from your stomach again, and 
eventually the squirming feeling passes. 

However, the Strigoi’s corrupted blood has taken its toll on your 
physical being and may yet kill you. 


Lose 2 Wounds and gain 1 Taint point. 


If you are still alive, turn to 28. 
If the beast bests you, turn to 314. 


392 


The Dire Wolves, their half-rotted carcasses imbued with increased 
vitality thanks to the conjurations of a powerful sorcerer, move in for 
the kill. 


If you are Chosen of the Wolf, turn to 188. 
If you are Chosen of the Bat, turn to 168. 


393 


One moment the Chaos moon Morrslieb is clear above you, pulsing 
with an eerie light, the next it is blotted out by the fell shadow that 
falls across it. 

Mounted upon the back of a monstrous Hellsteed, a warrior clad in 
blood-red armour of arcane design descends from the night's sky. You 
can see the muscles and tendons of the beast’s wings and limbs work- 
ing, since the creature's skin has been flayed from its body. 

As the Hellsteed comes closer with every beat of its great black wings, 
sulphur-steam snorting from its muzzle, the Blood Knight addresses you. 

‘Prepare to die, in the name of Abhorash Dragonslayer!’ 

Holding aloft his ensorcelled blade, the knight makes a final pro- 
nouncement - ‘For the honour of the Blood Dragons!’ - and attacks 
at last. 


Blood Knight 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Plate Armour (4) 


Hellsteed 


Initiative: You 
Saves: None 


If you win your titanic battle with the Blood Knight, 
turn to 116. 


If your enemy bests you, turn to 314. 


394 


It is no good, the deathless sorcerer is too powerful for you. His 
indomitable will worms its way inside your mind like a maggot 
through a rotten apple. Former allegiances to your bloodline and 
your blood-sire are forgotten; you are now the Necrarch’s creature, 
and nothing more. 

‘And now perhaps Albrecht Hass can have some peace,’ the Necrarch 
hisses. ‘Thrall, pass me that alembic’ So saying, your new master 
returns his attention to the glowing, blood-filled chalice. 

You can do nothing but obey, your quest forgotten. 


Your adventure is at an end. 


i 


You lead Angstraum on along the road, the ground becoming softer 
and softer underfoot as marsh and track become one. A cloying green 
mist rises from stagnant pools to obscure the trail, until you can 
barely see any sign of a way through the swamp at all. 

You hear the approaching Zombies before you see them, their 
moaning voices deadened by the oppressive miasma that shrouds the 
marshes. They emerge from the mist, lumbering towards you with 
clumsy steps, guided by little more than an insatiable hunger and the 
merest spark of anything remotely resembling intelligence. 


If your Taint score is less than 6, turn to 253. 


If your Taint score is equal to or greater than 6, 
turn to 363. 


396 


Your mere presence has the villagers quaking in fear before you, all 
too ready to tell you everything they know that might be of use. 

‘It comes out of the forest,’ one man says. 

‘A Black Coach, like a funeral carriage,’ adds another. 

‘And then there's the beast,’ an anxious woman butts in. ‘All screams, 
and wild eyes.’ 

‘They say it feasts on dead flesh.’ 

‘Some say that it is dead flesh.’ 

‘And do you remember that tower Johann found one day?’ 

‘Aye. He won't even set foot in the forest now.’ 

It soon becomes clear that the villagers have told you all they know. 
Resisting the urge to slake your thirst on the blood pumping in their 

~ veins, for fear of goading them into combat against you, you leave the 

tavern. 

None of the villagers follow you into the haunted night. 


Turn to 44. 


397 


The fish dead, its bloated body drifts downstream, to eventually 
join the other carcasses that clog the Corpse Run. Having wiped its 
stinking guts from your blade, with a kick of your heels you urge Ang- 
straum on his way, across the tributary and up the bank on the other 
side. There you re-join the road and continue on your way eastwards 
towards Vassel. 


Turn to 186. 


398 


Even as the last Templar falls, you see yet more armed men milling 
about in the courtyard and heading for the gate. It looks like everyone 
in the chapter house is rallying to deal with the threat you pose. 


If you want to stand and fight these Sigmarites too, 
turn to 203. 


If you would rather now retreat and reconsider your 
strategy, turn to 279. 


‘Monster!’ the leader of the gunnery crew shouts. ‘I see through 
your sham and know you for what you truly are!’ Turning to the 
men under him, the engineer bellows, ‘Suffer not the grave-spawn 
to live!’ 

The gunnery crew come at you with sabres drawn and a look of 
steely resolve on their faces. The Master Engineer at their back takes 
aim with his rifle but then either thinks better of it, or the weapon 
jams, and he draws a fine rapier with which to defend himself 
instead. 

You must fight the Master Engineer and his gunnery crew all together. 


3 Crewmen 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Light Armour (5) 


Master Engineer 


Initiative: You 
Saves: Light Armour (5) 


If you win, turn to 41. 
If your foes best you, turn to 314. 


400 


Your blood-sire is dead, the Vampire's corpse rapidly decaying under 
your heartless stare. 

The head of your clan is gone, destroyed by your hand. The enemies 
of your bloodline are in rout, fleeing the battlefield. And yet you still 
stand, champion of the Battle of Hexensnacht. 

With the sword Wyrmfang in your hand, the ring of the Necroman- 
cer Vanhal protecting you from the magic of any who would oppose 
you, and the Blood Chalice of Bathori to forever replenish your vam- 
piric powers, all that is left is for you to fulfil the dark prophecy — and 
claim the throne of Drakenhof Castle as your own. 

After all, with the three dark treasures in your possession and the 
dead of Sylvania at your command, who can stop you? 


Your adventure is at an end. 
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